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UNHAPPY MARRIAGE. 
A 2 ; 


: 5 - i 
T R AG E D W 


De Pugnas &f Caftra petit, praciaitur. urs 
Vili. Adulator pic jacet Ebrizs Oftro; © . 
Et gui follicitat Nuptas, ad premia peccat : Lins 
Sola pruinefis horret Facundia panne, 
Argue inopa lingua defertas imvecat Aries. Petron. Ahe . 


TO HER 


Roy al Hicnnnss: 


THE a 
D U T c H E 58 


Fr 
ng a great while wiſh'd 


IFTER having a 
to write ſomething that mi —_ 
n Hig 
Feet, and finding — 


Since the World has been ſo kind to me 10 
judge of this Poem to my Advant N 
the moſt pardonable Fault which re 
made in its kind; 1 had finn'd againſt my- 
ſelf, if I had not choſen this Opportunity to 
implore (what my Ambition is moſt fond of) 
Your Favour and Protection, 

| 22 — 


DEDICATION: 
For though Fortune would not ſo far bleſs 
Endeavours, as to encourage them with 
Your Royal Highneſs's Preſence, when this 
came into the World ; Yer, I cannot but 
declare it was my Deſign and Hopes, it 
might have been Your Divertiſement in 
that happy Seaſon, when You return'd 
again to chear all thoſe Eyes, that had be- 
fore wept for your Departure, and enliven 
all Hearts that had droop'd for Your Ab- 
ſence: When Wit ought to have paid its 
choiceſt Tributes in, and Joy have known 
no Limits, then I hop'd my little Mite 
would not have been re} : though m 
ill Fortune was too hard for me, and I lo 
a er Honour, by your Royal High- 
neis's Abſence, than all the Applauſes of 
the World beſides can make me eparation 
for. 
Nevertheleſs, I thou ght myſelf not quite 
unhappy, ſo long as I Shad hopes — 4 
to recompence my Diſa 
hen I — 2 alſo, —— * 7 
claim right to a little Share in Your Favour : 
For Ta, and Ariaſto, ſome of the beſt, 
have made their Names Eternal, by tranſ 
mitting to After-Ages the Glory of Your 
Anceſtors: And under the ſpreading of 
that Shade, where two of the beſt have 
lanted their Lawrels, how honoured ſhould 
| be, who am the worſt, if but a Branch 


might grow for me, 


I dare 


this Addreſs, that might 


by as deliberate, as skilful a Hand; the 
Features muſt be drawn very fine, to be 


"DEDICATION. 
I dare not think of ing any thing in 
like a Pane- 

rick, for fear, leſt when I have done my 
Peſt, the World ſhould condemn me, for 
ſaying too little, and you yourſelf check 
me, for medling with a Task unfit for my 
Talent. 

For the Deſcription of Virtues and Perfec- 
tions fo rare as Yours are, ought to be done 


like; haſty dawbing will but ſpoil the Pic- 
cure, 7 OY ſo 9 „ 5 as muſt 


want falſe Lights to ſet it off: And your 


Page, than your Ke, n 
ices, our can be im g 
by Art; which as it charms the Eaveſt 
Prince that ever amaz'd the World with his 
Virtue : So, let but all other Hearts enquire 
into themſelves, and then judge, how it ought 
to be praise d. 
Your Love too, as none but that great 
Hero, who has it, could deſerve it, and 
therefore, by a particular Lot from Heaven, 
was deſtin'd to ſo extraordinary a B 
ſo matchleſs for its ſelf, and ſo wondrous for 
its Conſtancy, ſhall be remember'd to Your 
Immortal Honour, when all other Tranſ- 
actions of the Age You live in ſhall be 
forgotten. 
But I forget that I am to ask Pardon for 
the Fault I have been all this while Com- 


A 4 mitting. 


DEDICATION. 


mitting. Wherefore I beg Your Highneſs 
to forgive me this Preſumption, that 
You will be pleas'd to think well of one who 
cannot help reſolving with all the Actions 
of Life, to endeavour to deſerve it: Nay 
more, I would beg, and hope it may be 
granted, that I may through Yours never 
want an Advocate in his Favour, whoſe 
Heart and Mind You have ſo entire a Share 
inz it is my only Portion and my Fortune, 
I cannot but be happy ſo long as I have 
but hopes I may enjoy it, —＋ muſt be 
miſerable, ſhould it ever be my ill Fate to 
loſe it. | 
This with Eternal Wiſhes for Your Royal 
Highneſs's Content, Happineſs, and Pro- 
ſperity, in all Humility is preſented by 


Your moſt obedient and 


devoted ſervant, 


Tuo. OTwar. 


p R OL OG u E. 


You, great Judges in this Writing Age, 
The . of Wh and Patrons of the Stage, 

With all theſe bumble Thoughts, <ubich fill have fevay'd 

Hi: Pride, much doubting, trembling, and afraid 

Of uber is to bis want of Merit due, 

And aud by rvery Exc in you, 

The Author ſend; to beg you u be hind, 

And are theſe many Fault; you need; muſh find. 

You to whom Wit a common Foe it 

The Thing ye ſcorn and publickly diſewn ; 

Though now perhaps: y art here for ether Endi, 

He u. to me yo ought to be bis Friends : 

Fer le ner call'd ye yet infipid Tools ; 

Nor aurote one Line to tell ye you noere Fools : 

But ſays of Wit ye have fo large a flere, 

Se wery much, you never wwill bave more. 

He mer with Libel treated yet the Town, 

The Names of honeft Men bedawwb'd and foon, 

Nay, never once lampoon'd the harm Life 

Of Suburb Virgin, or of City Wife. 


Satire 16 Ee of Peet Diſeaſe, 2 7 


Which, fick of a lewd Age, fhe vents for Eaſe, 
But now ber only Strife ſhould be to pleaſe ; 

Since of Ill-fate the baneful Clond'; wwithdratos, 
And Happincſi again begins ts danwon; 

Since back with Joy and Trigmph be it come, 
That always drew Fears hence, nder brougbt "em — 
ON has he ple the beiflerous Ocean o er, 

Yet ner more welcome to the longing Shore, 

Net auben he brought bome Viftoric: before. 

Fer then freſh Lawrels ſhuriſb d on bus Brow, 

And he comes crown'd with Olive Branches now 
Receive him Ob receive hin as his Friend! 

Embrace the Bleſſings wwhich be recommend! ; 

Such Quiet as your hp er defiray ; 


Then ſhake EY — , 


Dram atis 


Dramatis Perſonæ. 
M E N. 
4b, x Nobleman retir d from the 


Court, and living privately in che | Mr Gullow, 
Country, | | 


Caftalio, OF Mr. Betterton. 
. I. Se, Mr. Williams. 


| Chamont, a young Soldier of Fortune, Mr. Smith. = 
Mr. Norris.” 


fade 1 Servants in the Family. J Rir. ww: hire 

Cordelie, Polydore's Page, A little Girl. 
, Chaplain, 43 11. 35-5 oodles eee 
% WOMEN. 

„ the ih, F054 we 4 Mrs. Barry. 

Serina, 4cafe's Daughter. s. Botele. 


Furilla, Menimia's Woman, Mrs. Osborn. 


SCENE, BOHEMIA. 
* 


THE 


4 SCENE I 


Enter Paulino and ExNnESTO. 


PAU L I'NO. = 
ils firavge, Ernefo, this Severity 
5 BE 72, Should fill refgn pow'rful in e Mind, 
x 2 To hate the Court Nee 


9 All Honours heep'd on _ that” Pour 
| could give.” 
ERNESTO. 


Tis true, he thinker came 2 private Gentlemis) 
But young and brave, and of a Family 
Ancient and Noble as the Empire holds. 
The Honours he has d are juſtly his ; 
He purchayd them in Mar; thrice has he led 
An Army 'gainſt the Rebels, and as often 
Return'd th Vidtory ; the World has nog 
A truer Soldier, or a better Subjett. y 


P AC 


Tis noble chat 


He is the beſt of Maſters as of Friends: 

I know he has lately been invited thicher ; 
Yet ſtill he keeps his ſtubborn Purpoſe, cries, 
He's old, and willingly would be at reſt: 


I doubt there's deep in his Mind, , 
For the late Slight his Honeur ſuffer'd there. - 5 
ERNESTO. 

Has he not Reaſon ? When for what he had borne 

Long, hard, and faithful Toil, he might have claim'd 

Places in Honour, and Employment high ; 

A huffing, ſhining, flatt'ring, cringing Coward, 

A Canker-worm of Peace, was rais'd above him. 


HH F797” 
Yet {till he holds juſt Value for the King, 


Nor ever names him but with higheſt Reverenee. 


ERNESTO. 

Oh! 1 have heard him wanton in his Praiſe, 

Speak things of him might charm the Ears of Envy. 
PAULINO,. 

Oh may he live till Nature's ſelf grow old, 

And from her Womb vo more can bleſs the Earth! 

For when he dies, farewel all Honour, Bounty, 

All generous Encouragement of Arts, 
For Charity herſelf becomes a Widow. 
_ FRARNESTO. 

No, he has two Sons that were ordain'd to be 

As well his Virtue's, as his Fortune's Heirs. 
PAULINGO. 

They're both of Nature mild, and full of Sweetneſfs. 
They came Twins from the Womb, and ſtill they live 
As if they would go Twins too to the Grave: 
Neither has any thing he calls his own, 

But of each others Joys as Griefs partaking ; 
So very honeſtly, ſo well they love, 


The Or uA mn, 


As they were only for each other born. 
ERNESTO. | 
Never was Parent is as ng, Magn 
He has a Daughter too, w blooming 
Promiſes Goodneſs equal to her Beauty. 
PAULINO. 

And as there is a Friendſhip twixt the Brethren, 
So has her Infant Nature choſen too 
A Faithful Partner of her Thoughts and Wiſhes, 
And kind Companion ef her harmleſs Pleaſures. 

AI 

Vou mean the beauteous Orphan, fair 1. / 

4s. 

The ſame, the Daughter of the brave Cl .. 
He was our Lord's Companion in the Wars, 

Where ſuch a wondrous Friendſhip grew between em 

As only Death could end: Chamont's Eſtate 

Was ruin d in our late and Civil Diſcords; 

Therefore unable to advance her Fortune, 

He left his Daughter to our Maſter's Care 

To ſuch a Care as ſhe ſcarce loſt a Father. 
ERNESTO. 

Her Brother to the Emperor's Wars went carly, 
To ſeek a Fortune, or a noble Fate; 
Whence he with Honour is expected back, 

And mighty Marks of that great Prince's Favour, * 
PAULINO. 

Our Maſter never would permit his Sons 
To launch for Fortune in th uncertain World, 
But warns 'em to avoid both Courts, and Camps, 
Where dilatory Fortune plays the Jile 
With the brave, noble, honeſt, gallant Man, 
To throw herſelf away on Fools and Knaves. 

ERNESTO. 

They both have forward, gen'rous, active Spirits : 
'Tis daily their Petition to their Father, 

To fend them forth where Glory's to be gouen; 


The 


14 Th: OryPmn Ax. 
They cry they're weary of their lazy Home, 
Reſtleſs to do ſomething that Fame may talk of. 
To-day they chas'd the Boar, and near this time 
Should be return d. 
AU xo. 

Oh that's a Royal Sport 
We yet may ſee the old Man in a Morning,. 
Luſty as Health come ruddy to the Field, 
And there purſue the Chace, as if he meant | 
To o'ertake Time, and bring back Youth again. [Excunt. 


Euter Cas TAL to, PolLYpors, —_ 


CASTALTO. 
 Polyqore/ our Sport | 
Has been to-day much better for the Danger ; 
When on the Brink the foaming Boar I met; 
And in his fide thought to have lodg'd my Spear, 
The deſperate Savage ruſh'd within my Force. 
And bore me headlong with him down the Rock. 

POLYDORE. 

But —— 

CASTALTIO. 

Ay then, my Brother, my Friend Polydore, 
Like Per/eus mounted on his winged Steed, 
Came on, and down the dang'rous Precipice leapt 
To ſave Caftalio. Twas a God-like AR. 

POLYDORE. 

But when I came, I found you Conqueror. 
Oh my Heart danc'd to ſee your Danger paſt ! 
The Heat and Fury of the Chace was cold, 
And I had nothing in my Mind but Joy. 

Z"CLETHETO: 

So, Polydere, methinks we might in War 
Ruſh on together; thou ſhouldſt be my Guard, 
And I be thine; what is't could hurt us then? 
Now half the Youth of Exrope are in Arms, 


How fulſome muſt it be to ſtay behind, 


The On PH AN. 
And die of rank Diſeaſes here at Home? 
- POLYDORE. © 4 
No, let me purchaſe in my Youth Renown, 
To make me lov'd and valu'd when Pm old; 
I would be buſy in the World, and learn, 
Not like a coarſe and uſeleſi dunghil Weed, 
Kixt to one Spot, and rot juſt as I grow. 
CASTAETO. 
Our Father 


Has ta'en himſelf a Surfeit of the World, 
And cries it is not ſafe that we ſhould rafte it ; 
TI own I have Duty very powerful in me; 
And tho' I'd hazard all to raiſe my Name, 
Yet he's ſo tender, and fo good a Father, 
I could not do a thing to croſs his Will. 
 _POLYDORE. 
Caftalio, L have Doubts within my Heart, 
Which you and only you, can fatisfy : 
Will you be free and candid to your Friend ? 
CdISTALIO. 
Have I a Thought my Polydore ſhould not know ? 
What can this mean ? | | 
POLYDORE. 
| Nay, FU conjure you too, 
By all the iriQeſt Bonds of faithful Friendſhip, 
To ſhew your Heart as naked in this point 


As you would purge you of your Sins to Heav'n. 
CASTALIO, 
I will. 
POLYDORE. 


And ſhould I chance to touch it nearly, bear it 
With all the Suff rance of a tender Friend. 
CASTALIO. a 
As calmly as the wounded Patient bears 
The Artiſts, Hand, that miniſters his Cure. 
POLYDORE. 
That's kindly faid. You know our Father's Ward. 
The 


16 The Oma ru a x. 
The fair Monimia; is your Heart at peace ? 
Is jg fo guarded that you could not love her? 
 CA8TALIO. 
Suppoſe I ſhould ? 
| POLYDORE. 
Suppoſe you ſhould not, Brother. 
CASTALIO, 
You'd ſay, I muſt not. | 
| OST EONS | 
| would ſound 
» Twixt Friends and Brothers, 1 
| CASTALIO. 
Is Love a Fault? 
POLYDORE. 
In one of us it may be: 
What if I love her ? 
| Then I muſt inform you 
I lov'd her firſt, and cannot quit the Claim, 
- But will preſerve the Birth-right of my Paſſion. 
POLYDORE, 
You will. 


I will. 


„FCC 
No more, I've done. 
C 45874110. 


POLYDORE. 
I told you I had done; 
But you Caftalio, would diſpute it. 
CASTALTIO. 


Why not ? 


No: 
Not with my Polydore; though I muſt own 
My Nature obſtinate and void of Suff rance. 
Love reigns a very Tyrant in my Heart, 
Attended on his Throne by all his Guards 


The OnPnaAY 17 


Of furious Wiſhes, Fears and nice Suſpicions. we” 

could not bear a Rival in my Friendſhip, | — 

| 1 am fo much in love and fond of thee. | 
| POLYDORE. 

Yet you will break this Friendſhip! 


CIFTTIETD.... | 
Not for Crowns. 


POLYDORE. 
But for a Toy you would, a Woman's Toy, 


Unjuſt Cafulie. 
64574710. 
Pr'ythee, where's my Fault? 
POLYDORS. | 
You love Menimia, 


CASTALIO. 
Yes. 


POLYTDORE. | 
And you would kill me, 


CASTAL1O.. 
No, fure we're ſuch F 


So much one Man, that our Aſfections too 
Muſt be united, and the ſome as we are. 
POLTDORE. 
I dote upon Monimia. 
04574118. 


Win, and enjoy her. 
POLYDORE. 
Both of us cannot. 
 CASTALIO. 
| No matter 
Whoſe Chance it proves, but let's not quarrel for't. 
| POLYDORE. 
You would not wed Mamma, would you? 
CASTALIOQO. 
Wed her 


If Pm your Rival. 


18 be OA un a x. 
| No! were the all Deſire could wiſh, as fair 
As would the vaineſt of her Sex be thought, 
With Wealth beyond what Woman's Pride could waſte, 


| She ſhould not cheat me of my Freedom. Marry! 
E 


1 7 
TEE Ennis, © | 1 
2. | 
It is an elder Brother's Duty ſo | | 
To propagate his Family and Name: 
You would not have yours die and buried with you? 
CASTALIO. 
Mere Vanity, and filly 1 
No, let me live at large, and when 1 die 
POLYDORE. 
Who ſhall poſleſs th Eſtate you leave ? 
04814110. 
My Friend, 


Ie ere. if not m King, 
Who may beſtow't brave Man, 
Whoſe Honeſty and ideal eres cue. 
"  POLYTDORE. 
The kindly ad. 
mung 


Heav'n, I love 
My Feb beyond al ef ie 15 
And would not ſhock his Quiet, to be bleſt 
With greater Happineſs than Man e'er taſted 
POLYDORE 
And by that Heav'n eternally I ſwear, 
To keep the kind Caſalis in my Heart. 
Whoſe ſhall Monimia be? 
CASTALTO. 
No matter whoſe. 
. POLYTDORE. 
Were you not with her privately laſt Night? 


C4 S- 
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84874110. n 

I was, and ſhould have met her here again 3 
But ih Opportunity ſhall now be chine : 
Myſelf will bring thee to the Scene of Love; 

But have a Care, by Friendſhip I comure thee, 
That no falſe Play be offer'd to thy Brother. 
Urge all thy Pow'rs to make thy Paſſion proſper, 
But wrong not mine. i 
POLYDORE. 
Heav'n blaſt me if I do. 
CASTALIO. 

If t prove thy Fortune, Fehde, to conquer, 
(For thou halt all the Arts of ſoft Perſuaſion !) 
Treſt me, and let me know thy Love's Succeſs, 
That I may ever after ſtifle mine. 


POLYDORE 
Soul, 


than Reſt 


Emer Mon iu. 9 
MONIMIA. 

go ſoon return'd from Hunting! This 

Seems as if ſent t invite the World abroad. 
Paſs'd not Cafalie and Pohydore this way ? 


PAGE, 
Madam, juſt now, | 
 _MONIMIA. © 
Sure ſome il! Fate's upon me. 
Diſtruſt and Heavineſs fit round my Heart, 
And Apprehenſfion ſhocks my timorous Soul. 


Why 


20 The OnRPH Ax. 
Why was I not laid in my peaceful Grave 
With my poor Parents! and at Reſt as 
Inſtead of that I'm ing into Cares. 
Caftalio!/ O Caftalie ! Thou haſt caught 
My fooliſh Heart; and like a tender Child, 
That truſts his Play-thing to another Hand, 
I fear its harm, and fain would have it back. 
Come near, Cordelio, I muſt chide you, Sir. 
S 

Why, Madam, have I done you any wrong! 
MONIMIA. 
I never ſee you now; you have been kinder; 


Sate Bed, and { 
22 you: 


Will you oblige me? Shall I ſee you oſtner? 
PAGE. 
Madam, I'd ſerve you with my Soul; 
But in the Morning when you call me to you, 
As by your Bed I ſtand and tell you Stories, 
I am aſham'd to ſee your ſwelling Breafts, 
It makes me bluſh, they are ſo very white. 
| MONIMIA. 
Oh Men far Flattery and Deceit renown'd ! 
Thus when are young ye learn it all like him, 
Till as your Years increaſe, that ſtrengthens too, 
T* undo poor Maids, and make our Ruin eaſy. 
Tell me, . 
Their friendly Converſe, and their Boſom Secrets, 
Sometimes at leaſt, have they not talk'd of me? 
PAGE. 
Oh Madam ! Very wickedly they have talk'd! 
But I'm afraid to name it, for they ſay 
Boys muſt be whipp'd that tell their Maſter's Secrets. 
MONIMIA. | 
Fear not, Cordeho! It ſhall ne'cr be known; 
For I'll preſerve the Secret as twere mine. | 
Polydere cannot be fo Kind as J. 


are ? 


The O r nA N. 21 
Tu furniſh thee for all thy harmleſs Sports | 
With pretty Toys, and thou ſhalt be my Page. 

PAGE... 

And truly, Madam, I had rather be f. 
Mothinks you lyvy moe GEE SEA 
For he was never half ſo kind 
What muſt I do ? 


MONIMTIA. 
Inform me how thou halt heard 
Caflalio, and his Brother, uſe my Name. 
72464 
With all the Tenderneſs of Love, 
You were the Subject of their laſt Diſcourſe. 
At firſt I thought it would have fatal prov'd; 
But as the one hot the other cool'd, 
And yielded to the frailty of his Friend ; 
At laft, after much firugling, tas refoly\dm—n—m 
| MONIMIA. 


But ſurely my Caffalis won't ſorſake me, 
And make a Mockery of my cafy Love. 
Went they together ? 

PAGE. 


Yes, to ſeek you, Madam: 
Caftalis promis'd Polydore to bring him 
Where he alone might meet you, 
And fairly wy the Fortune of is Wiſhes. | 
| MONIMIA. 


Am I then grown fo cheap, juſt to be made 

A common Stake, a Prize for Love in jeſt? 

Was not Caftalie very loth to yield it, 

Or was it Polydore's unruly Paſſion, 
That heightened the Debate. PAGE. 


The Oa rn Au. 


22 
746. | 
The Fault was Pohdere's. 
Caftalio play'd with Love, and ſmiling Mer d 


He faid no Woman's Smiles ſhould buy his Freedom; 
And Marriage is a mortifying 
MONIM14. | 
Then I am ruin d, if Caflalio's falſe, _. 
Where is there Faith and Honour to be found ? 
Ye Gods, that guard the Innocent, and guide 
Oh but I love him: There's the Rock will wreck me! 
Why was I made with all my Sexes Soſtneſa, 
Yet want the Cunning to conceal its Follies ? 
I'll fee Caftalio, tax him with his Falſhosds, 
Be a true Woman, rail, my Wrongs; 
R eſolve to hate him, yet love him ſtill. 


Enter CasTALLO and POLYDORE, 


He comes, the Conqueror comes! lie ſtill, my Heart, 
And learn to bear thy Injuries with Scorn. 
2571471. 
To tell you ſomething that cc — — * 
. | MONIMIA. 
Lord 0 
Coma CASTALIO. 


Madam! 
MONIMIA. 
1 parges's 
i ? What means this Ulage ? 


Why am I left with Pofydore alone ? 
CAST ALIO. 
He beſt can tell you. Bufineſs 8 


MONT. 


The O RYAN. 
NMONIMIA. 

Will you tha liars ine thee 

- CHFEAHES 


at for a Moment. 
„ 
u the time has 


been, 
n Buſineſs might have ++ ram 
time 


CASTALIO 
I could for ever hear thee; but this 


That I muſt 
B—TMONIMIA. 
Then go, and if't be poſſible for ever. 
Well, my Lord Polydere, I gueſs your Bufinels, 
And read th' ill-natur'd Purpoſe in your Eyes. 
POLYDORE. 
If to defire you more than Miſer's Wealth, 
Or dying Men an Hour of added Life, 
If ſofteſt Wiſhes, and a Heart more true, 
Than ever ſuffer'd yet for Love diſdain d, 
| Speak an ill Nature, you accuſe me juilly. 
MONIMIA.. 
Talk not of Love, my Lord, I muſt not hear ii. 
| POLYDORE. 
Who can behold ſuch Beauty, and be ſilent ? | 
Defire firft taught us Words: Man, when created, 
At firſt alone long wander'd up and down, F 
Forlorn, and filent as his Vaſlal Bcafſts; 
| But when a Heav'n-born Maid, like you, appear d. 
Strange Pleaſures fill'd his Eyes, and &r'd his Heart, 
Unloos'd his Tongue, and his firit Talk was Love. 
MONIMIA. bs ft 
| The firſt created Pair, indeed, were bleſt; 
W They were the only Objectu of each other, 
Therefore he courted her; and her alone: 
But in this peopled World of Beauty, where | 
e 
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A thouſand more, why need you talk to me! 
' _POLTYDORE. 1 
Oh! Icould talk to thee for ever : Thus 


How can you labour thus for my Undoing ? 
I muſt confeſs, indeed, I owe you more 


Than ever I can hope or think to pay 
There always was a Friendſhip twixt our Families; 


And therefore when my tender Parents dy'd, 
Whoſe ruin'd Fortunes too expir'd with them, 
Your Father's Pity, and his Bounty, took me, 
A poor and helpleſs Orphan to his Care. 
 IYPOSTDORS. 
"Twas Heav'n ordain'd it ſo, to make me happy 
Hence with this pecviſh Virtue, tis a Cheat, 
And thoſe who taught it firſt were Hypocrites. 
Come, theſe ſoft tender Limbs were made for yielding. 


MONIMIA. 
a watch . 
Kneels. 
II you} I ne'er henceforth will ſee you, 
But wander through the World a Beggar, 


And live on ſordid Scraps at proud Mens Doors; 
For though to Fortune loſt, I'll ſtill inherit 
My Mother's Virtues, and my Father's Honour, 
POLTDORE. 
Intolerable Vanity ! your Sex 

Was never in the right! we Gar fat, 

Or filly ; ev'n your Dreſſes are not more 
Fantaftic than your Appetites : you think 

Of nothing twice : Opinion you have none. 
To- day y'are nice, To-morrow not fo free; 
Now file, then frown; now forrewful, then glad ; 
Now pleas'd, now not; Sun know not why! 


3 Virtue 
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Virws you a Inconſtancy's your Practice, 
No hungry Churl feeds coarſer at a Fend; ——_—— | 
Ev'ry rank Fool goes COM — | 
HONTMIE: + * | 
Indeed, my Lord, 
1 own my Sexes Follies; have em all, | 
And to avoid its Fault, muſt fly from you : | 
j Therefore believe me, could you raiſe me bigh | 
j As moſt fantaſti Woman's Wiſh could reach, 
- Y And lay all Nature's Riches at my Feet; A 
F- I'd rather run a Savage in the Woods 
# Amongſt brute Beaits, grow wrinkled and deform'd, 
As Wildneſs and moſt rude Negle& could make me, 
So I might ſtill enjoy my Honour ſaſe 
From the deſtroying Wiles of faithleſs Men. Ea. 
POLTDORE. 
Who'd be that ſoꝛdid fooliſh thing call'd Mas, 
To cringe thus, — — 

Which Beaſts enjoy n him ? 
The luſty Bull ranges through all the Field, ; | 
And from the Herd ſingling his Female out, | [ 

| 
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Enjoys her, and abandons her at Will. 
It (hall be ſo, I'll yet poſſeſs my Love, 
Wait on, and watch her looſe unguarded Hours : 
Then when her roving Thoughts have been abroad, 
And brought in wanton Wiſhes to her Heart ; 
I'th' very Minute when her Virtue nods, 
In ruſh upon her in a Storm of Love, 
| Beat down her Guard of Honour all before me, 
Surfeit on Joys till even Defire grow fick ; | 
Then by long Abſence Liberty regain, | 
And quite forget the Pleaſure and the Pain, | 
[Ex. Pol. aud 4 | 
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ACT U. SCENE I. 


Enter Acas ro, Casrario, Pol vbont, Attendants. 


ACASTO. © 
n Day of glorious Sport. 
When you, ' Ca/ta/io, and your Brother left me, 
Forth from the Thickets ruſh'd another Boar, | 
So large, he ſeem'd the Tyrant of the Woods, 
With all his dreadful Briftles rais'd up high, 
They ſeem'd a Grove of Spears upon his Back ; 
Foaming he came at me, where I was poſted, 
Beſt to obſerve which way he'd lead the Chace, 
Whetting his huge long Tusks, and gaping w 
As if a bad — ſor his Prey; co 
Till brandiſhing my well-pois'd Javelin high, 
With this cold executing Arm, I ſtruck 
The ugly brindled Monſtet to the Heart. 
CIET MFETO.” 
The Actions of your Life were always wondrous. 
: ACASTO. 
No Flatt'ry, Boy ! an honeſt Man can't live by't, 
It is a little ſneaking Art, which Knaves 
Uſe to cajole and ſoften Fools withal ; 
If thou haſt Flatt'ry in thy Nature, out with't, 
Or {nd it to a Court, for there twill thrive. 
POLYDORE. | 


4. . 
i. AE 
REA ed os be Ps n r "TM » ins 2 4 : , . 


V hy there ? 
ACASTO. 
"Tis, next to Money, current there; 
| To be (een daily in as many Forms 
As there are ſorts of Vanities, and Men; 
The ſoperſtitiovs Stateſman has his Sneer 
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o ſmooth a poor Man off with, that can't bribe him 3 


ve dull Fellow of ſmall Buſineſs fooths 
umoriſt, and will needs admire his Wit: 


= 


who without Spleen could fee à hot · brain d Atheiſt 
Thanking a furly Doctor for his Sermon, 


Or a grave Counſellor meet a ſmooth young Lord, 
Squeeze him by the Hand,and — good Complenion! 
_ POLYDORE. 
Courts are the places where beſt Manners flouriſh ; 
Where the 


ought to riſe, and Fools 
Why ſhould I vex and chaſe my Spleen, 
Coxcomb ſhine, when I 
enough to ſooth him in his Follies, 
And ride him to advantage as I pleaſe ? 
ACASTO. 
Who merit, ought indeed to riſe i'th' World, 


But no wiſe Man that's honeſt ſhould expect it. 


What Man of Senſe would rack his generous Mind, 
To pradtiſe all the baſe Formalities 

And Forms of Buſineſs, force a grave ſtarch'd Face, 
When he's a very Libertine in's Heart ? 

Seem not to know this or that Man in public, 


When privately perhaps they meet together, 
And lay the Scene of ſome brave Fellow's Ruin. 
Such things are done 

CASTALTIO. 


Your Lordſhip's Wrongs have been 
So great, that you with Juſtice may complain: 
But ſuffer us, whoſe younger Minds ne'er felt 
Fortune's Deceits, to court her as ſhe's fair: 
Were the a common Miſtreſs, kind to all, 


Her Worth would ceaſe, and half the World grow idle, 


4045870. 
Go to, you're Fools, and know me not; I've learnt 
Long ſince to bear Revenge, or ſcorn my * 
According to the Value of the Doer. 
You both would W and to chat end 
2 


Deſire 
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Deſire to do things worthy your Ambition. 


Go to the Camp, Preferment's nobleſt Mart, 
Where Honour ought to have the faireſt play, you'll find 


Corruption, Envy, Diſcontent, and Faction, 


Almoſt in every Band : How many Men | 
Have ſpent their Blood in their — Country's Service, 
Yet now pine under Want, while ſelfiſh Slaves, . 


That ev'n would cut their Throats, whom now they fawn on, 


Like deadly Locuſts eat the Honey up, 

Which thoſe induſtrious Bees fo hardly toil'd for? 
CAST AL IO. 
Theſe Precepts ſuit not with my active Mind, 


Methinks I would be buſy. 


POLYDORE. 
So would J. : 
Not loiter out my Life at Home, and know 
No farther than one Proſpect gives me leave. 
ACASTO. 
Buſy your Minds then, ſtudy Arts and Men: 
Learn how to value Merit though in Rags, 


And ſcorn a proud ill-manner'd Knave in Office. 


Emer SE RINA, MoNniMIa and Maid, 


SERINA. 
My Lord, my Father! 
ACASTO. 
Bleſſings on my Child, 
My little Cherub, what haſt thou to ask me ? 


SERINAIDN. 
I bring you, Sir, moſt glad and welcome News : 


The Young Chamont, whom you've fo often wiſh'd for, 
Is juſt arriv'd and entring, 
ACASTO. 
By my Soul 
And all my Honours, he's moſt dearly welcome; 
Let me receive him lil:e his Father's Friend. 


Euter 0 
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Enter CHAMONT. 


Welcome, thou Reli4 of the beſt-lov'd Man, 
welcome from all the Turmoils, and the Hazards . 
Of certain Danger, and uncertain Fortune; 
Welcome as happy Tydings after Fears. 
 "CHAMUNT 

Words would but wrong the Gratitude I owe you. 
Should I begin to ſpeak, my Soul's fo full, 
That I ſhould talk of nothing elſe all Day. 


MONIFMIA. 
My Brother ! 


CHAMONT. 

| Oh my Siſter ! let me hold thee 
Long in my Arms. Ive not beheld thy Face 
Theſe many Days ; by Night I've often ſeen thee 
In gentle Dreams, and ſatisfy d my Soul 
With fancy'd Joys, till M Cares awak'd me. 
Another Siſter ! ſure it muſt be f 
Though, 1 remember well, I had but one: 
Bot 1 fort ſomething te ny Mkieddes wnmaes 
And tells me ſhe has Claim and Intereſt there. 

— % 

Young Soldier, you've not only ftudy'd War, 
Courtſhip, I ſee, has been your Practice too, 
And may not prove unwelcome to my Daughter. 

CHAMONT. 

Is ſhe your Daughter? thew my Hoare told tras! 

And I's at leak her Brother by Ado 


For er 
And by chat Patent I have leave to love ber. 
SERINA. 
Menimia, thou haſt told me Men are falſe, 
Will flatter, feign, and make an Art of Love: 
Is Chament ſo? No, ſure he's more than Man, 
ng CRTFI ee Truth dwells in him. 
3 4048 
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Thus happy, who would envy pompous Pon r, 
The Luxury of Courts, or Wealth of Cities? 
Let there be Joy through all the Houſe this Day 
In every Room let Plenty flow at large, 
It is the Birth-day of my Royal Maſter. 
You have not viſited the Court, Chamont, 
Since your Return ? 
CHAMONT. 
] have no Buſineſs there, 
I have not ſlaviſh Temperance enough 
T'attend a Favourite's Heels, and watch his Smiles; 
Bear an ill Office done me to my Face, 
And thank the Lord that wrong'd me for his Favour. 
ACASTO. 
This you could do. I bir Seu. 
C458 411IO. 
I'd ſerve my Prince. 


4CASTO. | 
Who'd ſerve him 
04574110. 
I would, my Lord. 
| POLYDORE. | 
And I; both would. 


ACASTO. 
Away. 


W Servants ſuch as you 
Serve him ! he Merits more than Man can do! 
He is ſo good, Praiſe cannot ſpeak his Worth: 
So merciful, ſure he ne'er flept in Wrath; 
So juſt, that were he but a private Man, 
He could not do a Wrong. How would you ſerve him ? 
CASTALIQ. 
I'd ſerve him with my Fortune here ad home, 
And ſerve him with my Perſon in his Wars, 
Watch for him, fight for him, bleed for him. 


POLY- 
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POLYDORE. 


Leen e 
Of my brave Anceſtors, I'm truly happy ; 

For this be ever bleſt my Yo 

Bleſt be your Mother's Memory that bore you, 
And double bleſt be that auſpicious Hour 
That gave ye Birth. Yes, my aſpiring Boys, 

Ye ſhall have Buſineſs ; when your Maſter wants you, 
You cannot ſerve a nobler ; I have ferv'd him; 

In this old Body yet the Marks remain | 

Of many Wounds. I've with this Tongue proclaim'd 
His Right, ev'n in the Face of rank Rebellion, 

And when a foul-mouth'd Traitor once prophan'd 
His ſacred Name, with my good Sabre drawn, 

Ev'n at the Head of all his giddy Rout, 
I ruſh'd, and clove the Rebel to the Chine. 


Enter Stk kVantT. 


SERYFANT. | 
My Lord, th" expetied Guedls are juſt ane. 
ACASTO. 
Go you, and give 'em Welcome and Reception. 
CHAMONT. 
My Lord, ] ſtand in need of your Aſſiſtance _ 
In ſomething that concerns my Peace and Honour. 
40450. 
8 like the Son of that brave Man I lor d: 
So freely friendly we convers'd together. 
What c'er it be with — 5 — c 
Thou ſhalt command my Fortune and my Sword. ' 
CHAMONT.\ 
I dare not doubt your Friendſhip nor your Juſtice. , 
Your Bounty ſhown to what 1 hots muſt "doar, 
_wy Orphan Siſter, muſt not be | g 
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GAIT 0: 
Prythee, no more of that ; it grates my Nature. 
'CHAMONT. 
When our dear Parents dy'd, they dy'd together, 
One Fate ſurpria d em, and one Grave receiv'd em: 
My Father with his dying Breath bequeath'd 
Her to my Love: My Mother, as ſhe lay 
Languiſhing by him, call'd me to her fide, 
Took me in her fainting Arms, wept and embrac'd me, 
Then preſs'd me cloſe, and as ſhe obſerv'd my Tears, 
Kiſt them away; ſaid ſhe, Chamont, my Son, 
By this and all the Love I ever ſhew'd thee, 
Be careful of Monimia, watch her Youth, 
Let not her Wants betray her to Diſhonour ; 
Perhaps kind Heav'n may raiſe ſome Friend, mr wha 
Kiſt me again ; n | 


Pardon my Grief. | | 
IAGCHEE ©; © 5 
P : 
CHAMO NT. 

The Friend Hen rais'd was you, x} og took her N 

An Infant, to the deſert 1 2 

And proy'd another Parent. | 
ACASTO. 

I've not wrong d her. 
CHA MONT. 
i eee 
wal £ Þ1 <0" "Then why this 
Then w Argament? 
| CHAMONT. 

My Lord, my Nature's jealous, and you'll bear it, 

ACASTO. 


Go on. 
CHAMONT, 
Great Spirits bear Misfortunes hardly: 


Good Offices claim Gratitude ; and Pride, 
Where Pow'r is wanting, will uſurp a little, 


And make us e 


Pay over. price. 
ACASTO. 


| I cannot gueſs your Drift; 
Diu you me? 
CHAMONT. 


No, but I fear her Weakneſs 
May make her pay a Debt at any rate; - 
And to deal freely with your Lordſhip's Goodneſs, 
I've heard a Story lately much diſturbs me. 
ACASTO. 

Then firſt charge her; and if the Offence be found 
Within my reach, tho',it ſhou'd touch my Nature, 
In my own Off-ſpring, by the dear remembrance 
Of thy brave Father, W 
I'd proſecute it with ſevereſt V 
: CHAMONT. 

I thank you from my Soul. 
MONIMIA. 
Ales, my Dreckeed 
What have I done? and why do you abuſe me? 
My Heart quakes in me; in your ſeitled Face 
And clouded Brow methinks I fee my Fate : 
You will not kill me! 

CHAMONT. 
Pr'ythee, why doſt talk ſo? 
 MONIMIA © 

Look kindly on me then. I cannot bear 
Severity ; it daunts, and does amaze me : 

My Heart's fo tender, ſhould you charge me rough 
I ſhould but weep, and anſwer you with ſobbing. 
But uſe me gently like a loving Brother, 
And e through all.the Secrets, of any Souk, 
CHAMONT. 
Fear nothing, I will ſhew myſelf a Brother, 
A tender, honeſt, and a loving Brother, 


Y'ave not forgot our Father? | 
| B 5 MONT 


(Exit. 
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Twas a 


| Joſt where that famous Tale was interwoven, 
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: MONIMIAJ 

I ſhall never. 
c AMON 
Then you'll remember too, he was a Man 

That liv'd op to the Standard of his Honour, 
And priz d that jewel more than Mines of Wealth : 
He'd not have done a ſhameful thing but once, 
Though kept in Darkneſs from the World, and hidden, 
He could not have forgiven it to himſelf; 
This was the only Portion that he left us ; 
And I more glory in it, than if poſſeſt 
Of et thas over Parrans fvoty on Veils. 
large Truft, and muſt be manag'd nicely ; 
Now if by any chance, Monimia, 
You have foil'd this Gem, and taken from its value, 


How will y'account with me ? 


MONIMIZ. | 
challenge Envy, 
Malice and all the Practices of Hell, 
To cenfure all the Actions of my paſt 
Unhappy Life, and taint me if they can! 
EHAMONT. 
III tell thee then ; three Nights as I 
Lay muſing in my Bed, all Darkne — me, 
A ſudden Damp ſtruck to my Heart, cold Sweat 
Dew'd all my Face, and Trembling ſeiz d my Limbs : 
My Bed ſhook under me, the Curtains ſtarted, 
And to my tortur'd Fancy there appear d 
The Ferm of Thee, thus beauteous as thbb art. 
Thy Garments flowing looſe, and in each Hand 
A wanton Lover, who by turns careſs'd thee 


With all the Freedom of unbounded Pleaſure : 


I ſnatch'd my Sword, and in the very Moment 

Darted it at the Fantome, ftrait it left me; | 

Then roſe and call'd for Lights, when, O dire Omen! 
found my Weapon had the Arras pierc'd, 


Haw 
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How the unhappy Theban flew his Father. 
MONIFMIA. 
And for this Cauſe my Virtue is ſuſpetted ! 
lar > a? rp oſ 
142 1 14 | 
CHAMONT. 
Have a care ; 
Labour not to be juſtifed too mA: 
Hear all, and then let Julite hold the Scale. 
What follow'd was the Riddle that confounds me: 
Through a cloſe Lane, 1 | 
And meditated „ 
I ſpy'd a wrinkled Hagg, with Age grown double, 
Picking dry Sticks, and mumbling to herſelf ; 
Her Eyes with ſcalding Rheum were gall'd and red; 
Cold Palſy ſhook her Head, her Hands ſeem d wither'd, 
And on her crooked Shoulders had ſhe wrapt 
The tatter'd Remnant of an old ſtrip'd Hanging, 
Which ſerv'd to keep ber Carkaſs from the 
So there was nothing of a piece about ber; 
Her lower Weeds were all o'er coarſely patch d 
With diff rent colour'd Rags, black, red, white, yellow, 
And ſeem'd to ſpeak variety of Wretchedneſs ; ek 
I ask'd her of my way, which ſhe inform'd me ; 
Then cravd my Charity, and bade me haſten _ 
To fave a Siſter : At that word 1 ſlanted, 
Chon of Beggnrs ory Day! 
The common every Day * 
They flock about our Doors, pretend to Gifts SR 
Of Propheſy, and telling Fools their Fortunes. 
CHAMONT,. 
Oh! but the told me ſuch a Tale, Menn, 
As in . 


Caftalio and Polydorg my Silter. 
- bf? 
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25 CHAMO NT. 
What, alter'd! does your fail you! 
Now by my Father's Soul the Witch was honeſt; 
Anſwer me, if thou haſt not loſt to them 
do i 
MONIMIA. 
I will, 
I muſt, fo hardly my Misfortune loads me. 
That both hive offer'd wwe their Loves, moſt u | 
CHAMONT. 
And 'tis as true too, they have both undone thee. 
As, 18 £2 oF 
Though they both with earneſt Vows | 
Have preſt my Heart, = Oar 6 ought T yielded 
To any but Caffalio—— 
CASTALIO. 
; But Caftalio ! 
MONIMIA. 
Still will you croſs the Line of my Diſcourſe! 
Yes, I confeſs that he has won my Soul 
By generous Love, and honourable Vows : 
Which he this Day appointed to compleat, 
And make himſelf by holy Marriage mine. 
_CHAMONT. 
Art thou then ſpotleſs? haſt thou ſtill preſerv'd 
Thy Virtue white without a Blot untainted ? 
MONIMI1LA. 
When I'm unchaſt, may Heav'n reject my Pray'rs! 
Or more, to make me wretched, may you know it! 
CHAMONT. | 
Oh then, Meonimia, art thou dearer to me 
Than all the Comforts ever yet bleſt Man. 
But let not Marriage bait thee to thy Ruin. 
Truſt not a Man; we are by Nature falſe, 
Diſſembling, ſubtle, cruel and inconſtant: 
When a Man talks of Love, with Caution truſt him; 
But if he ſwears, he'll certainly deceive thee; 
| Il charge 


Of a poor Brother, to whoſe Soul th'art preciovs. 


MONIMTA. 

I will! 

CHAMONT. 

Appear as cold, when next you meet, as great Ones, 
When Merit begs, then ſhalt thou fee how ſoon 6 
His Heart will cool, and all his Pains grow eaſy, {Exic, 

MONIMIA 


Yes, I will try him ; torture him ſeverely ; 
For, oh Caftalie ! thou too much haſt 'd me, 
In leaving me to Pelyderr's 9 
He comes ; and now for once, oh ſtand neuter, 
Whilſt a hard Part's perform'd ! for I muſt rempt, 
nnn 1 PN Ny 


Enter CaAsTAL1LO. 


CASTALIO. 

Menimia, Monimia “- She's gone ; 
And ſcem'd to part with Anger in her Eyes ; 
1 am a Fool; and ſhe has found my Weakneſs; 
She uſes me already like a Slave 
Faſt bound in Chains, to be chaſtis'd at will: 
"Twas not well done to trifle with my Brother : 
I might have truſted him with all che Secret, 
Open'd my filly Heart, and ſhewn it bare. 
Dab but not like me. 
I 2m a doting honeſt Slave, deſign d 

For ä ͥ ———— 
To wear: t is the only thing I e'er | 
Hid from his Knowledge; and he'll uus forgive 
The firſt Tranſgreſſion of a wretched Friend 
Be:ray'd to Love, and all its little Follies. 


3 We Onynan, 
Enter Por TD, and Page at the Door. 
3 POLYDORE. _ 
| Har place your, and warch wy Brocher chronghly: 
If he ſhould chance to meet Monimia, make 
Juſt Obſervation of each Word and Action; 
Paſs not one Circumſtance without Remark : 
Sir, tis your Office, dot and bring me word. [Ex. Pol. 


Enter MoOnIMIA. 


: CASTALIO. 

Monimia, my Angel, 'twas not kind 
To leave me like a Turtle here alone, . 
To droop and mourn the Abſence of my Mate. 
When thou art from me every Place is deſert, 

And I, methinks, am ſavage and forlorn? 

Thy Preſence only tis can make me bleſt, 

Heal my unquiet Mind, and tune my Soul. 
MONIMI/N. 

Oh the bewitching Tongues of faithleſs Men! 
"Tis thus the falſe Hyena makes her Moan, 

To draw the pitying Traveller to her Den; 

Your Sex are fo, ſuch falſe Diſſemblers all, 

With Sighs and Plaints y'entice poor Women's Hearts, 

And all that pity you, are made your Prey. 
CASTALIO. 

What means my Love? Oh, how have I deſery d 
This Language from the Sovereign of my Joys! 
Stop, ſtop thoſe Tears, Monimia, for they fall 
Like baneful Dew from a diſtemper d Sky; 

I feel em chill me to the very Heart. 
MONIMIA. 

On, you are falſe, Caftalio, moſt forſworn, 
Attempt no farther to delude my Faith. 

My Heart is fixt, and you ſhall ſhake't no more. 
CHEESES: 4 
Who told you ſo? what H Villain Prophenc 
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Prophane the ſacred Buſineſs of my Love? 
MONIMTIA. 
To OE ON. 
Th' Object of your Father's Charity, 
Licentions dibears tis Wi of Lond, 
And durſt affront me with his brutal Paſſion. 
CASTALTIO. 
Tis I have been to blame, and only I. 
Falſe to my Brother and unjuſt to Thee. 
For, oh! he loves thee too, and this Day on d it, 
Taxt me with mine, and claim'd a Right above me, 
"MONIMIA. 
And was your Love ſo very tame to ſhrink, 
Or rather nne 
. BAT ASE - 

L knowing him precipitate and raſh, 
To calm his Heat, and to conceal my Happine o, 
Seem'd to comply with his unruly Will; 

Talkt as he talkt, and granted all he ak A 

re 

And I for ever had Menimia loſſt. 
MONIMIA. 

Cent you theint 27 ud dnatd hot: 
"Twas poorly done, unworthy of yourſelf; 

And I can never think you meant me fair. 
CASTALIO. 

Is this Monimia? ſurely no! "till now 

l ever thought her Dove-like, ſoſt and kind. 

Who truſts his Heart with Woman's ſurely loſt : 
You were made Fair on purpoſe to undo us, 
Whilſt ily we ſnatch th' alluring Bait, 
And ne er diſtruſt the Poifon that it hides. 

MONIMI12. 

When Love ill-plac'd would find a means to break 

| CASTALIO. 

It never wants Pretences or Excuſe. 


* 


MON 
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Man therefore „ 
* h as the Winds, and as inconſtant too: 
Aſpect given him for Command, 
ban ſoften'd, * he would betray: 
Like conquering Tyrants, you our Breaſts invade, 
Where you are pleas'd to forage for a while ; 
But ſoon you find new Conqueſts out, and leave 
The ravag'd Province ruinate and waſte. 
If fo Caſlalio you have ſcri'd my Heart, 
I find that Deſolation's ſettled there, 
And I ſhall ne er recover Peace 
CASTALI1O. 
Who can hear this, and bear an equal Mind ! 
Since you will drive me from you, I muſt go; 
But, oh Monimia, when th' haſt baniſht me, 
No creeping Slave, though tractable and dull, 
As artful Woman for her ends would chuſe, 
Shall ever dote as I have done: For oh! 

No Tongue my Pleaſure nor my Pain can tell, 
"Tis Heav'n to have thee, and without thee Hell. 
 _MONIM14. 

Caftalio! ſtay! we muſt not part. I find 

My Rage ebbs out, and Love flows in apace. 

Theſe little Quarrels Love mult needs forgive, 

They rouſe up drowſy Thoughts, and wake my Soul. 

Oh! charm me with the Muſic of thy Tongue; 

I'm ne'er ſo bleſt as when I hear thy Vows, 

And lien to the Language of thy Heart. 

CASTALIO. EY 6 | 

Where am 1! ſurely Paradiſe is round me I 

Sweets planted by the "Hand of Heay'n grow here, ; 

And every Senſe is full of thy Perfection. ; 

To hear thee ſpeak might calm a Madman's Frenzy, 

Till by attention he forgot his Sorrows ; 

But to behold thy Eyes, th“ amazing Beauties 

Might eee again with — as I do. 


a 
* 
* 

A 
5 
3 
1 
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To touch thee's Heav'n, but to enjoy thee, oh? 


Thou Nature's whole Perſection in one Piece! — 
Sure framing thee Heav'n took unuſual Care, 


As its own it defign'd thee Fair; 


aud form's thes by 1 the hg. (2x. 


ACT IL SCENE I. | 
Enter Pov and Page. 1 


e 
E RE they ſo kind! Exprefs-it t md all- 
In Words, will make me think I faw ir too. 


Ar firſt 1 thought they had been mortal Foes; 
Menimia rag d, Caftalie grew diſturb'd, 
Each thought thi: other Shih wht both fo 
They ſcorn'd Submiſfion, though Love all the while 
The Rebel play'd, and ſcarce. could be contain'd. 

POLYDORE. 
5 1 

'twas wondrous 
rar of; pe IR prot p 
A gentle Calm of Love ſucceeded it:; 
Menimia ſigh'd and bluſh d, Caſfalio ſwor ess 
As you, my Lord, I well remember did +4 
To my young Siſter in the Orange Grove, 
When 1 200 05 SOOT OR your Page. 
POLYDORE. 

M' ambitious Soul, thx lndguildes to Glory, 


The Or AN. 


ll. 


But for Cafalio why was I refus'd? : 
Has he fo me by ſome foul Play, 


'Traduc'd my Honour? Death! he durſt not do't. 


It muſt be ſo: We parted, and he met her, 


= to Compliance brought by me, ſurpriz'd 
ſinking Virtue till ſhe yielded quite: 


8 pick up tir d Game, 
—— TY 


f i PAGE. 
My Lord! ie 
v. FOLEY DORE. - 
Go to your Chamber and prepare your Lote; 


Find out ſome Song to pleaſe me, that deſcribes 
, their ſubtle Wiles, 
feign'd Tears, Inconſtancies, 
Their —_— Outſides, and corrupted Minds, 
The Sym of all their Follies, and their Falſhoods. 


aer S EZ AVA u. 


4 


„nr 
on the unhappteft Tidings Tongue e er told 
POLYDORE. : 
The Matter ! 
SERYVANT. 


+ | Oh! your Father, my good Maſter, 
As with his Gueſts be fat in Mirth rais'd high, 

And chas'd the Goblet round the joyful Board, 

A ſudden Trembling feiz'd on all his Limbs ; 

His Eyes diſtorted grew); his Viſage pale! 

His Speech ſorſook him; Life itſelf ſeem'd fled, 

And all his Friends are waiting now about him. 

Enter AcasTO , on baue. 


 4CASTO. 
: nn give me Air, Pl yet recover; 
"Twas but a Slip decaying Nature made, 


For ſhe grows weary near her Journey end. 
Where are my Sons ? come near, my Polydore 3 
W 7 . 
7 A ; | My Lord, gh 1 
I're ſcarch'd. as you commanded, all the Houſe, . 
He and Mi, are not to be found. - * 2 
ACASTO. 

Not to be found! then where are all my Friends? 
Tis well. | 
I hope they'll pardon an Faule 
My unmannerly Infirmity has | | 
Death could not come in a more welcome Hour, 
For I'm prepar'd to meet him, and methinks 
Would live and die with all my Friends about me. 


Enter CasTALLIO.. 


C rn 
Angels preſerve my deareſt Father's Liſe, > 
Bleſs it with long uninturrupted Days ! | 
Oh !- may he live till Time itſelf decay, | 
Till good Men wiſh him dead, or I offend him! I 
ACASTO. 
| Thank you, Cafalio; give me both, your Hands, 
And bear me up I'd walk: 80, now methinks _ 
I appear as as Hercules himſelf, 
Supported by the Pillars he had raiv'd. 
_CASTALTO. 
WY Ls your Chaplain, * > 


ACASTO. 
Let the good Man enter. 
CHAPLAIN. 
_ Heav'n guard your „ 
ro. 
I hive provided for thee, if I die. 
No F | #1 92 A 


My van 10 — And 
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And for the Eſtate, you'll find when I am dead 
I have divided it betwixt you both, r 
Equally parted, as you ſhar'd my Love; | | 
Only to ſweet Monimia' I've bequeath'd | B 
Ten thouſand Crowns, a little Portion for her, ( 
To wed her honourably as ſhe's born. | 
Vs nat lob Friends vecuts — num 
The Man that's ſingular, his Mind's unſound, 
His Spleen o'erweighs his Brains ; but above all 
Avoid the politic, the faftious Fool, ; 
The buſy, buzzing, talking, harden'd Knave, 
The quaint ſmooth Rogue, that fins againſt his Reaſon ; 
Calls ſaucy loud Suſpicion, public Zeal, 
And Mutiny the Dictates of his Spirit: 
Be very careful how ye make new Friends. 
Men read not Morals now, it was a Cuſtom. 
But all are to their Fathers Vices born: 
And in their Mothers Ignorance are bred. 
Let Marriage be the laſt mad thing ye do, 
For all the Sins and Follies of the paſt. | 
If you have Children, never give them Knowledge, 
' Twill ſpoil their Fortune, Fools are all the faſhion. 
If you've Religion, keep it to your ſelves. 
Atheiſts will elle make uſe of Toleration, 
And laugh ye out on't; never ſhew Religion, 
Except ye mean to paſs for Knaves of Conſcience, 
And cheat believing Fools that think ye honeſt. 


Enter SE R1N A. 


SERINA. 


My Father | 


* 
Fix to the Earth. Ne'er let my Eyes have reſt, 12 
r, 
a 404 


I am un 
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404570. 

Riſe to my mr 
anne, all Goodneſa, ; 
Born for my Joy, nnn 
Chamont / | 


Enter Cu A uoO * r. 


C HAM Of. e 
My Lord, r 


| Many I ſee are 
And I am n 
4045870 
May'ſt thou be happy! 
 CHAMONT. 
.  Romn? 
ACASTO. 
In all thy Wiſhes ! 
CHAMONT. 
Confirm me ſo, and make this Fair One mine. 
practis d in the Trade of Courtſhip, 
And krow not how to deal Love out with Art; 
Onſets in Love ſeem beſt like thoſe in War, 
Fierce, reſolute, and done with all the Force; 
So I would open my whole Heart at once, 
And pour out the abundance of my Soul. 


ACASTO. 
What ſays Serina? can't thou love a Soldier? 


One born to Honour, and to Honour bred; 

One that has learn'd to treat ev'a Foes with Kindneſs. / 

To wrong no good Man's Fame, nor praiſe himſolf. 
SERINA. ö 


Oh! name not Love, for that's ally d to Joy, 


Y 4nd Joy mutt be a Stranger to my Heart, 


When you're in Danger. May Chamont's good Fortue 
Render him lovely to ſome happicr Maid "on | 
Whilſt 1 at friendly diſtance fee bim bleſt, 


Praiſes the kind Gods, and wander at ks Virtues. - 
ACASTO. 


„ 
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1 404570. 

Cbamont, purſue her, conquer and poſſeſs her, 
And, as my Son, a third of all my Fortune 
Shall- be thy Lot. 

But keep thy Eyes from wandering, Man of Frailty. ' 

Beware the dangerous Beauty of the Wanton, | 

Shun their Enticements ; Ruin like a Vulture 

Waits on their Conqueſts: Falſhood too's their Buſineſs, 
pat falſe Beauty off to all the World ; 

Uſe falſe Endearments to the Fools that love em, 

And when they marry, to their filly Husbands 

They bring falſe Virtue, broken Fame and Forres. 
| + WON MT © 

Hear you that, my Lord? 

POLYDORE. 
Yeo, my fair Monitor, old Men always talk thus. 
4045870. 

Chamont, you told me of ſome Doubts that preſt you. 
Are you yet ſatisfied that 'm your Friend! 

 _CHAMONT. 

My Lord, I would not loſe that Satisfaction 
For any Bleſſing I could ever wiſh for. 

As to my Fears, already I have loſt 'em ; 
They ne'er ſhall vex me more, or trouble you 
| ACASTO. 
I thank you. Daughter, you muſt do ſo too. 
My Friends, 'tis late, 
For my Diſorder ſeems all paſt and over, 
And I methinks begin to feel new Health. 
CASTALTO. 
Would you but reſt, it might reſtore you quite. 
ACASTO. 

Yes, I'll to Bed; old Men muſt humour Weakneſ*. 
Let me have Muſic then to lull and chaſe - 

This melancholy Thought of Death away. 
 Good-night! my Friends, Heav*n guard Jeu! Good-ight 

THREW carly we'll falute the _ 
ep 3 Find 


4 
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Find out new Pleaſures, and redeem loſt Time. - 
[ Exeunt all but Chamont er gen ty 
CHAMONT. 
Hiſt, Kit, Sir Gravity, a Word with you. 
Sn 
Wich me, Sir! * 


1 .CHAMONT. 20 
If you're at leiſure, Sir ; we'll waſte an Hour. 
Tis — 
To lend your Converiation to a 
CHAPLAIN 
Sir, you're a Soldier ? 
CHAMONT. 
Yes. 
CHAPLAIN. 
I love a Soldier, 
And had been one myſelf, but that my Parents 
Would make me what you ſee me; yet I'm honeſt 
For all that I wear Black. 


CHAMONT. 
And that's a Wonder 
Have you had on this Family? 
CHAPLAIN. 
I have not thought it ſo, becauſe my Time's 
Spent pleaſantly. My Lord's not haughty nor imperious, 


Nor I gravely whimſical ; he has Good-zature, 
And I have Manners : 

His Sons too are civil to me, becauſe -. 

I do not pretend to be wiſer than they are; 

I meddle with no Man's Buſineſs but my own ; 
| riſe in a Morning carly, ſtudy moderately, 
Eat and drink chearfully, live ſoberly, 

Take my innocent Pleaſures frecly. 


x So meet with Reſpect, and am not the Jeſt of the W 


n 
I'm glad you are PY- 
eden Fellow this nd may be udful, . 


| Knew 
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Knew you my Father, the old Chamont ? 
LOG APELAIN: 
I did, and was moſt forry when we loſt him. 
. ACHAMONT. 
Why ? didſt thou love him? 
CHAPLAIN. 8 
R beideshe was wy Maſters rene I 
- CHAMONT,. 
I could embract tlie for thas very Notion. 
If thou didſt love my Father, I could think 
Thou wouldſt not be an Enemy to me. 
CHAPLAIN. 
I can be no Man's Foe. 
CHAMONT. 
Then pr'ythee tell me; 
Think'f thou the Lord Ca/talio 2. my Siſter ? 
Nay, never ſlart. Come, come, I know thy Office 
thee all the Secrets of the Family. 
Then if thou'rt honeſt, uſe this Freedom kindly. 


| CHAPLAIN. 
Love your Siſter! | | 
i CHAMONT. 
Ay, Love her. 
CHAPLAIN. 


Sir, I never ask'd him, 
And wonder you ſhould ask it me. s 
CHAMONT. 
Nay, but thou'rt an Hypocrite ; is there not one 
Of all thy Tribe that's houeſt in your Schools? 
The Pride of your Superiors makes ye Slaves: 
Ye all live loathſom ſneaking ſervile Lives; 
Not free enough to practiſe generous Truth, 
Though ye pretend to teach it to the World. 
| r 
I would deſerve a berter Thought from you. 
 CHAMONT. | | 
Il thou would have me not contemn thy O 
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And Character, think all thy Brethren Knaves, 
Thy Trade a Cheat, and thou its worſt Profeſſor ; 
Inform me; for I tell thee, Pricft, Ill know. 
CHAPLAIN. 
Either he loves her, or he much has wrong d her. 
CHAMONT. 
How, wrong'd her? have a care: For this may lay. 
A Scene of Miſchief to undo us all. 
But tell me, wrong'd her, ſaidſt thou? * 
| CHAPLAIN. 5 
Ay, Sir, wrong d her. 
CHAMONT. 
This is a Secret worth a Monarch's Fortune; 


What ſhall I give thee for't! thou dear Phyſician 
Of ſickly Souls unfold this Riddle to me, 
And comfort mine 

CHAPLAIN. 

I would hide nothing from you willingly. 
CHAMONT. 
Nay, then again thou'rt boneft. Woulddt thou tell we! 

.nl 
Yes, if I durſt. 
CHAMONT. 
| CHAPLAIN. 
. Lou do, 
Who are not to be truſted with the Secret. 
CHAMONT. | 
Why, I am no Fool. 
CHAPLAIN. 
So indeed you ſay. 
CHAMONT. 
Prythee, be ſerious then. 
CHAPLATN © 
You ſee I am ſo, 

And hardly ſhall be mad enough to-night. 
„ „ Baan 

Vor. III. C 
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CHAMONT. 

Art thou then 
1 in't? What has been thy Office ? 
Curſe on that formal ſteady Villain's Face! 

Juſt ſo do all Bawds look; nay, Bawds, they ſay, 
Can pray upon occaſion, talk of Heav'n, 
Turn up their gogling Eye-balls, rail at Vice, 
Diſſemble, lye, and 3 
Art thou a Baud _. 
CHAPLAIN. 
Sir, I'm not often us'd thus. 
CHAMONT. 


CHAPLAIN. 
So I ſhall be to the Truſt 


That's laid upon me 


Be juſt then. 


CHAMONT. 
By the reverenc'd Soul 
Of that great honeſt Man that gave me Being, 
Tell me but what thou know'ſt concerns my Honour, 
And if I cer reveal it to thy wrong, 
May this good Sword ne er do me right in Battel 
May I ne'er know that bleſſed Peace of Mind, 
That dwells in good and pious Men, like thee! 
CHAPLAIN. 
I ſee your Temper's mov'd, and I will truſt you. 
CHAMONT, 
Wilt thou? | 
CHAPLAIN. 
I will; but if it ever ſcape you——— - 
CHAMONT. 
It never ſhall. 


CHAPLAIN. 
Swear then. | 
CHAMONT. 
I'do by all 
That's dear to me, by th' Honour of my Name, 
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And that dread Power I ſerve, it never ſhall. 

_ CHAPLAIN. ; 
Then this good Day, when all the Houſe was buſy, 
When Mirth and kind Rejoicing fIl'd cach Room, 
Asl was in the Grove I met them. 


CHAMONT. 
What, met them in the Grove "Arp 
F” 


How, walking, ſtanding, fitting, lying, 
CHAPLAIN 
I by their own Appoi met them there, 
Receiv'd their Marriage Vows, and join'd their Hands. 
CHAMONT. 
How! marry'd! * 
CHAPLAIN 


Not knowing what R.ecepticn it may ſind 
With old 4cafo; may be I — 
To truſt the Secret from me. 

CHAMONT. 

 _ What's the Cauſe 

I cannot gueſs, tho” 'tis my Siſter's Honour. 
do not like this 
 Huddled i'th'dark, and at too much venture 
The Buſineſs looks with an Face. 
Keep ſtill the Secret for it ne'er ſhall 'ſcape me, 
Not even to them, the new-match'd Pair. Farewel. 
Believe my Truth, and know me for thy Friend. [ICs. 


Enter Cas TAL IO and Mont ute. 


„n 
Young Cbamont, and the Chaplain ! fare tis they ! 
No matter what's contriv'd, or who conſulted, 
2 3. CO I OP 
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. Seems no good boading Omen to her Bliſs, 
Elſe, pr'ythee, tell me why that Look caſt down? 
Why that fad Sigh as if thy Heart were breaking ? 
MONIMIA. | 
. Caftalio, I am thinking what we've done. 
The Heav'nly Powers were ſure diſpleas'd wy! 
For at the Ceremony as we ſtood, 
And as your Hand was kindly join'd with mine, 
As the good Prieſt pronounc'd the Sacred Words, 
Paſſion grew big, and I could not forbear, | 
Tears drown'd my Eyes, and Trembling ſeiz d my Soul. 
What ſhould that mean? 
- CASTALIO. 
Oh thou art tender all! | 
Gentle and kind as ſympathizing Nature ! 
When a ſad Story has been told, I've ſeen | 
Thy little Breaſts with ſoft Compaſſion ſwell'd, 
Shove up and down, and heave like dying Birds ; 
But now let Fear be baniſh'd, think no more 
Of Danger, for there's Safety in my Arms; 
Let them receive thee: Heav'n grows jealous now: 
Sure ſhe's too good for any mortal Creature ! 
I could grow wild, and praiſe thee ev'n to madneſs. 
But wherefore do I Jally. with my Bliſs ? 
The Night's far ſpent, and Day draws on apace; 
To Bed my Love, and wake till I come thither, 
POLYDORE. | | 
So hot, my Brother? Polidore at the Deer. 
MONIMIA4. 
"Twill be impoſſible : 
You 3 your Father's Chamber's next to mine, 
And the leaſt Noiſe will certainly alarm him. 
CASTALTO. 
Impoſſible ? impoſlible ? alas ! 
Ist poſſible to live one Hour without thee ? 
Let me behold thoſe Eyes ; they'll tell me truth. 
Haſt thou no Longing ? Art thou ſtill the ſame 


- Cold, 
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Cold icy Virgin? No; th'urt alter d quite 
B yy and let looſe all thy Wiſhes. 
MONIMIA. 
Tis but one Night, my Lord ; I pray be ard. 
CASTAETO.' : - 
Try if th'aft Power to ſlop a flowing Tide, 
Or in a Tempeſt make the Seas be calm; 
And when that's done VI! conquer my Deſires. 
No more, my — What ſhall be the Sign ! 
When ſhall I come ? For to my Joys I'll teal 
As if I ne'cr had paid my Freedom for them. 
MONIMTIA. 
Juſt three ſoft Strokes upon the Chamber - Door: 
And at that Signal you ſhall gain Admittance: 
But ſpeak not the leaſt Word ; for if you ſhould, 
"Tis ſurely heard, and all will be betray'd. | 
CASTALITO. 
Oh! doubt it not, Monimia ; our Joys 
Shall be as ſilent as th ceſlatie Bliſs | 
Of Souls that by I converſe : 
Immortal Pleaſures ſhall our Senſes drown, 
ſhall be loſt, and ev'ry Pow'r diſſolv'd: 
Away, my Love ; firſt take this Kiſs. Now haſte. 
n yet grudge each Minute paſt. 


(Sx Mop. 
My Brother wandring too ſo late this way! : 
| POLTDORE.' 2 ad 
Caftalis ! 
- CASTALIO.. 


My Polydore, how doſt thou? © 

How does e Pratt © dl dean 

FOLFYFDPORE 

I left him happily repos'd to Reſt; : 
He's ſtill as gay as if his Life were young. 

aan 
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A cruel Beauty with her Conqueſt pleas'd 

Is always joyful, and her Mind in health. 
POLYDORE. 

Is ſhe the ſame Monimia ſtill ſhe was 

May we not hope ſhe's made of mortal Mould ! 
She is not Woman elſe: 

Tho! I'm m grown weary of this tedious Hopeing ; | 

We've in a barren Deſert ſtray d too long. 

| POLYDORE. 

| Yet may Relief be unexpected found, 

And Love's ſweet Manna cover all the Field. 

Met ye To-day? 


CASTALIO. 
No, ſhe has ſtill avoided me. 
Her Brother too is jealous of her grown, 
And has been hinting ſomething to my Father. 
I wiſh I'd never meddled with the matter. 
And would enjoin thee, Polydoremn—— 
- POLTYTDORE, 
To what? 
4614110. | 
To leave this peeviſh Beauty to her ſelf. 
POLYDORE. 

What, quit my Love? as ſoon I'd quit my Poſt 
In fight, and like a Coward run away. 

No, by my Stars, I'll chaſe her till ſhe yields 
To me, or meets her Reſcue in another. 
CASTALTIO. 

Nay, he hes Brat that might ſhake the Leagues 
Of mighty Kings, aud ſet the World at odds: 
But I have wond'rous Reaſons on my fide, 
That would perſuade thee, were they known. 

POLYDORE. 
Then ſpeak 'em. 
What are they? Came ye to her Window here 
To learn em now? Caftalio, have a care; 


Uſe 
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Uie honeſt Dealing with your Friend and Brother. 
Believe me, I'm not with my Love fo blinded, 
But can diſcern your Purpoſe to abuſe me. 
Quit your Pretences to her. ; 
CAT ALI 
Grant I do: 
You love Capitulations, Polydere, 
And but epon mn 
POLYDORE. 
You ay you've Reaſons. „ gn 
CASTALIO. 
To-morrow I may tell you. 
It is a matter of ſuch Circumſtance, 
As I muſt well conſult ere | reveal : 
But, pr'ythee, ccaſe to think I would abuſe thee, 
Till more be known. 
POLYDORE. 
When you, Cafalis, ceaſe 
To meet Meni unknown to mit, 
And then deny it flaviſhly, I'll ceaſe 
To think Caſalis faithlefs to his Friend. 
Did I not ſee you part this very Moment? 
CASTALTO. 
It ſeems you've watch'd me then ? 
POLTYDORE. 


I ſcorn the Office. 
CASTAL 10. 


Pr'ythee, avoid a thing thou may'| repent. 
POLYDORE. 

That is, henceforward making Leagues with you. 
CASTALTFO. 

Nay, if y are angry, Polydore, good Night. (Bute, 
POLTDORE. 

Good-Night, Cafalis, if Vue in ſuch haſte. 

He little thinks I've overheard th'Appointment: 

But to his Chamber's gone to wait a while, 

Then come and take Poſfeſfion of my Love. N 

"Ws This 
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This is the utmoſt Point of all my Hopes, 
Or now the muſt or never can be mine. 

Oh ! for a means now how to Counterplot, 
And diſappoint this happy elder Brother. 

In every thing we do, or undertake, 

He ſoars above me, mount what height can, 
| r 
Cordelio / EY 


Jaw Pact. 


POLYDORE. 
| Come hither, Boy. 
Thou haſt a pretty forward lying Face, 
And may'ſt in time expect Preferment ; canſt thou 
Pretend to Secreſy, cajole and flatter 
Thy Maſter's Follies, and aſſiſt his — 
PAGE. 

My Lord, I could do any thing for you, 
And ever be a very faithful Boy. 
Command, what e'er's your Pleaſure I'll obſerve. - 
Be it to run, or watch; or to convey 
A Letter to a beauteous Lady's Boſom ; 
At leaſt I am not dull, and ſoon ſhould learn, 

POLTDURS. © 

'Tis pity then thou ſhouldit not be employ'd. 
Go to my Brother, he's in's Chamber now 
Uadrefling, and preparing for his Reſt ; 
Find out ſome means to keep him up a while: 
Tell him a pretty Story that may pleaſe 
His Ear: Invent a Tale, no matter what: 
If he ſhould ask of me, tell him I'm gone 
To Bed, and ſent you there to know his Pleaſure | 
Whether he'll Hunt To-morrow, Well ſaid Pad; 
Difſemble with thy Brother: That's one Point. | 
But do not leave him till he's in his Bed; 


Or if he chance to walk again this way, 
Follow 


The Oa run AN. 
Fellow and do not quit him, but ſeem fond; 1 - 
To do him little Offices: of Service. 
Perhaps at laſt it may offend him; then | 
Retire, and wait till I come im. Away: 
Succeed in this —_ be employ'd again. 
"RAGRB) © 
Doubt not, my Lade bas been always kiad 
Then 8 me — ele p call me pretty Boy, 
And ask me what the Maids talk'd of a Nights 
POLYDORE. 


Run quickly'than,. D Wiſhes. 


| Lit Page: 
Here I'm alone and & for Miſchiefs now 
To cheat this Brother, will't be honeſt, IE 2b 
L heard the S'pn ſhe order'd him to give. 
Oh for the Art af Pretens, but tui change 
The happy Polydare to bleſt Caftalis 7 
She's not ſo well acquainted with him 9 a 
But I may ft her Arms as well as he. en 3) 
Then when Pm happily poſſeſt of mj6ejẽe © 147 
Than Senſe can think; all loan d — Jams # 9 if 1644 
To hear my diſappointed Brother come, 


And give the unregarded Signal; Oh! 
What a malicious Pleaſure will that be! 


Juſt three (oft $wokes upon the Chamber- Door: 
But ſpeak not the leaft Word ; for if you mould. ; 
lis ſurely heard, and we are both betta d.. 2 
How I adorg a Miſtrehs that contrives 
With care to lay the buſineſs of her Joys! , & 
One that has Wit to charm the very Soul, 
And give a double Reliſh to Delight! | | 
e 
And my kind Stars t N 
or hy 2 yo pleaſe. 
Mn + WY 7795 wk 


. == The One N AN. 
[Maid at the Window.) Who's there? 
 POLTDORE. 


POLYDOREF. 
SEE * AE 
How does my Love, my Dear Monimia ? 
n. 


She wonders much at your unkind delay; 
You've ſtaid ſo long that at each little Noiſe 
. The Wind but , the asks if you are coming. 
POLYDOR 
Tell her Im here, and let the Door be open 
| [ Maid deſcends. 
| Now boaſt, Co/lalo, triumph now and tell 
Thyſelf ſtrange Stories of à promis d Bliſs. 
w [The Door unbolrs. 
It open, hah ! what means my trembling Fleſh ! 
Limbs, do your Office and ſupport me well, 
Bear me to her, then fail me if you can. [Exits 


Enter CanTALLO and PAGE. 


PAGE. 
Indeed, my Lord, twill be a Jevdly Meaning. 
Pray let us hunt. - 
CASTALIO. 

I'll lay at Home To-morrow ; if your Lord 
Thinks fit, he may command my Hounds : Go leave me, 
1 muſt to Bed. 

PAGE. 


III wait upon your Lordſhip, 
If you think fit, Annen 


The ORPHAN. 
CAST AL1O. 
No, my kind Boy, the Night reofer wetted, 
My Senſes to9 are quite ditrob'd of 
And ready off ahh at 
Good-night: commend me to my Brother. 
7 PAGE. 
Ohl 


You never heard the laſt new Song I learn'd; 
le is the fineſt, prettieſt Song indeed, 
Of my Lord and my Lady you know who, 
That were caught together, you know where. 
My Lord, indeed it is. 
CASTALTO. | | 
You muſt be whipt, Youngſter, if you re 
Songs as thoſe are. 
What means this Boy's Impertinence To-night ? 
PAGE. 
Why, what muſt I fing, pray, my dear Lord? 
CASTALTIO. 
kala, Child, Pſalms. n 
PAGE. 1 | 
Oh dear me! Boys An eee e 
But Pages that are better bred fing Lampoon 
CASTALIO. 
Well, leave me; 1 am weary. 
PAGE. | 
Oh! hon ä widyeniotet 
Colour my Lady Monimia's Stockings were of, and that 
She 2 ——— 
little Horſe to go a hunting upon, fo you did, Ill tell you 
no more Stories, except you keep your Word with me. 
CASTALIO. 
Well go, you Trifler, and To-morrow ask me. 
PAGE. 
Indeed, my Lard, I can't abide-to leave you. | 
CASTALIFO. 
Why, wert thou inſtructed to attend me? 


PAGE. 
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| PICE. | 
No, no, indeed, indeed, my Lord, I was not; 
But I know what I know. 
CAST AL 1O. . 
What doſt thou know! Death! what can all this mean? 
wy ” {7 4 
Oh! 1 kidw who loves fome. body. 
| CASTALIO. M 
What's that to me, Boy ? | 
r se 
Nay, and I know who loves you too. | 
"CIITILFO 
That's a wonder, pr'ythee tell it me. 
r > M PAGE 
WW 
| But will you give me the Horſe then? 
CAST ALIO. 
| I will, my Child. 
It is my Lady Monimia, look you, but don't you tell 
| her I told you, She'll give me no more Flay-things then. 
J heard her ſay ſo as ſhe lay a-bed, Man. 
CASTALIO. 
Talk'd ſhe of me when in her Bed, Cordelio ? 
PAGE. 
Yes, and I ſung her the Song you made too. 
And ſhe did fo ſigh, and fo look with her Eyes; 
And her Breaſts did ſo lift up and down; I could have found 
in my Heart to have beat em, for they made me aſham'd. 
CLIT LEIO. . 
Hark, What's that Noiſe ? 
Take this, be gone, and leave me. 
You Knave, you little Flatterer, get Exit Page. 
Surely it — a Noiſe. . l ” 
For all is huſh'd; as Nature were retir d, 
And the perpetual Motion ſtanding fill : 
— 3a 


Ne. On ann «8 
And every warring Element's at peace g 1 1 
All the wild Herds are in their Coverts couch d; I 
The Fiſhes to their Banks or Oone repair d. 
And to the Murmurs of the Waters fleep; : 
The feeling Air's at reſt and feels no Noiſe, 
Except of ſome ſoſt Breaths nn. « add} 
Tis now that guided by my Love I go, - wad? 
To take Poſſethon of Mein, Ams. 
Sure Polydere's by this ime gone to Bed. 
At Midnight thus the Us'rer ſteals untrack'd, * © 
To make a Viſit to his hoarded Gold, 
4 ng Im: (Knocks. 
She hears me not, ſure ſhe already Neeps. | 
Her Wiſhes could not brook ſo long Delay, 1 #56 un 
And her poor Heart has beat itſelf to weft. e 
Monimia ] my Angel—hah—not 
How long's the ſofteſt Moment of delay 
To a Heart impatient of its Pangs like mine, 
In fight of Eaſe, eee 
Once more 


MAID. 
Who's there, 
| That comes thus rudely to diflerb our Rea 7 
CASTAL 10. 
Th 5 
MA1D.\ 
Who we you, what's your Name ? 
Sahne 


The Lord Cafali. 4 481 
| MA41D. 
| I know you not. 
The Lord Cofabs has no Buſineſs here. berth 
'CA8TAL IO. 111604 4 <ftT 


Hah ! have a care; what can this mean? wy vid. 
| Who © des as, 1 huge „, # 
Tel 
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Tell her I'm here, and wait upon my Doom. 
MA 1D. 
Who e'er ye are, ye may repent this Outrage, 
My Lady muſt not be diſturb'd. 1 
25 CONNOR 
She muſt, tell her the ſhall ; go, I'm in haſte, 
And bring her Tidings: from the State of Love; 
They're all in Conſultation met together, 
How to reward my Truth, and crown her Vows. 
MATD. 
Sure the Man's mad. 
CASTALTO. 
Or this will make me ſo: 
Obey me, or by all the Wrongs 1 ſaffer, 
P11 ſcale the Window, and come in by force, 
Let the ſad C. ne be what it will; 
This Creature”s trifling Folly makes me mad. 
MAID. 
My Lady's Anſwer is, you may depart, 
She ſays ſhe knows you : You are Polydere, 
Sent by Cafalio, as you were To- day, 
T'affront and do her Violence again. 
0474110. 
I'll not believe't. 
MA TD. 


You may, Sir. 
CSE, 


„ 
MAID. 

Well, tis a fine cool Evening, and I hope 

May cure the raging Fever in your Blood. 


Good-night. 
CASTAL1O. 
And farewel all that's juſt in Woman 
This is contriv'd, a ſtudied Trick to abuſc 
My eaſy Nature, and torment my Mind; 


Sure now ſhe'as bound me faſt, and means to lord. it, 


To 
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To rein me hard, and ride me at her Will, a 
Till by degrees ſhe ſhape me intoFool 

For all her future Uſes. Death and Torment 

Tis impudence to think my Soul will bear it. 
Oh I could grow ev'n wild, and tear my Hair: 
"Tis well, Meximia, thatthy Empire's ſhort ; 
Let but To-morrow, but 'To-morrow come, 


And try if all thy Arts appeaſe my wrong ; 
Till when be this deceſted Place my Bed, [Lie down, 
Where I will ruminate on Woman's Ills, — 


Laugh at myſelf, and curſe th' inconſtant Sex, 
Faithleſs Moenimia Oh Monimia 7 
Enter KAN EB. 


ERNESTO. 
- -— Ficher 
My Senſe has been deluded, or this way, 
I heard the ſound of Sorrow ; tis late Night, 
And none, whoſe Mind's at Peace, would wander now. 
CASTALTO. 
Who's there? 
ERNESTO. 
A Friend. 
CASTAL 10. 
If thou art fo, retire, 
And leave this Place, for I would be alone. 
TE ERNESTO. 
Caftalio ! My Lord, why in this Poſture, 
Stretch'd on the Ground ? „ 


ERNES T O. 
I caa't leave you, 


And 
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And not the reaſon know of your Diſorders. 
Remember how when young I in my Ame 
Have often borne you, pleas'd you in your Pleaſures, 
And ſought an early ſhare in your Aﬀection. 
uU 8 _—_ 


CAHSTLLIO- ow off 

ERNESTO. e fic u yoo ba 
n f 3s 6 Why? | 1% 187 
| Becauſe my Thoughts 
Are full of Woman; thou, rr em. 

ERNESTO, | 
1 hate the Sex. , 
CAST ALTO. 


| Then I'm thy Friend, Ernefo. [Rijes. 

Pd leave the World for him that hates a Woman. 
Woman the Fountain of all human Frailty ! ? 
What mighty Ills have not been done by Woman? 
Who was't betray'd the Capitol? A Woman. 
Who loſt Mark Antony the World ? A Woman. 
Who was the Cauſe of a long ten years War, 
And laid at laſt Old Trey in Aſhes? Woman. 

Deſtructive, damnable, deccitful Woman. 
Woman to Man firſt as a Bleſing giv'n, 
When Innocence and Love were in their prime, 
Happy a while in Paradiſe they lay. 
But quickly Woman loog'd to go = & 
Some fooliſh new Adventure needs muft prove, 
And the firſt Devil the faw, the chang'd her Love; 
To his Temptations lewdly ſhe inclin de 
Her Soul, and for an Apple damn'd Mankind. __ 


* o 
F ay. * 
* & » 
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er ende eve 
IV. SCENE" I. 
AcasTo eh. 


ACASTO., , 
Leſt be the chat has brought we Healch 3 
A happy Reſt has foften'd Pain aways | 
And 1il forget it, though my Mind's not well. 
A heavy Melancholy clogs my Heart, 
Sr 
Sick Fancy's Children, have been over-buſy, 
rr 
Methought I heard the 2222 Raven - 
Wak'd with th“ imagin'd N 
To ſtart, ——— 
Like Ghoſts, all pale and ftiF: 1 trove to pak 
But could not: ſuddenly the Forms were loſt, - 
And ſeem'd to vaniſh in a bloody Cloud z 
Twas odd, and for the — — 


But was th'effet of my 
1 —— 2 — 
Enter bes $ wean | 


Good Morning, P lede 
POLYDORE. 1 
Heav'n keep your Lordſhip,  _ a 
_ ACASTO. | 
Have you yet ſeen Caffalis To-day ? | 
POLYDORE. | 
My Lord, 'tis early Day; he's hardly riſen. _ .. 
ACASTO. 
Go, call him up, and meet me in the Chapel. 
[Exit Polydors. 
1 cannot think all has gone well Te night; 1 
For as I * (and ſure wy Senſe 28 
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Was then my own) m t I heard my Son 
'Caftalis's Voice; but it ſeem d low and mournful, 
Under my Window too I thought I heard it; 
M'untoward Fancy could not be deceiv'd 

In every thing ; and I will ſearch the Truth out. 


Enter Monimia, and ler Main. 
Already up, Monimia / you roſe | 
Thus early ſurely to out-ſhine the Day W 1 
Or was there any thing that croſt your Reſt ? | 
They were naughty Thoughts that would not let you ſleep. 
 MONIMIA. 

Whatever are my Thoughts, my Lord, I've learnt 
By your Example to correct their Ille, | 
And Morn, and Evening, give up the Account. 

ACASTO. 

Your Pudon Sweet-one, I upbraid you not; 
Or if I would, you are ſo good I could not. 
Though I'm deceiv'd, or you're more fair To- day 
For Beauty's heighten'd in your Cheeks, and all 
Your Charms:ſeem up, and ready in your Eyes. 

MONITMIA © | 

The little ſhare I have's ſo very mean, 
That it may eaſily admit Addition; 

Though you, my Lord, ſhould moſt of all beware 
To give it too much praiſe, and make me proud. 
ACASTO. 

Proud of an old Man's Praiſes! No, Monimia / 
But if my Prayers can work thee any good, 
Thee tak noe want tho denit Gino of * em: 
Heard you no Noiſe To-night ? 

| MONIMI A. 
Noiſe ! my good Lord ! | 
ACASTO. | 
Ay! about Midnight. 
MONIMI 4. 
_ don't . 


£5 wer 


ACAS- 


The Oase uA. 07 
ACASTO. 
You muſt ſure ! went you early to your Reſt ? 
MONIMIA. 
About the wonted Hour. Why this Enquiry ? [466 
ACAST'O. 
And went your Maid to Bed too ? 
 _MONIMIA. 
My Lord, | gueſs fo; 
le ſeldom known her diſobey my Orders. 
ACASTO | | 
Sure Gobline then or Fairies l the Dueling; 
IU have Enquiry made 
But I'll End out the Cauſe 
| Good-day to thee, Menimia—T1l to Chapel. | 
MONIMIA. 
ru bat ſome Orders to my Woman, 
And wait 'u Lordſhip there. 
| ſear the Piet has | d us falſe ; E ſo, 
My poor Cafalis all for me ; 
I wonder he made ſuch haſte to leave me ; 
Wart not unkind, Flerella ! ſurely "twas! 
He ſcarce afforded one kind parting Word, 
But went away fo cold: — ger 
Seem'd the forc'd Compliment of 
Would Thad never marry''! 
MATD. 


MONIMIA. 
The Scene's quite alter d le 
I've bound up for myſelf a weight of Cares, 
And how the Burden will be borne none knows. 
A Huſband may be jealous, rigid, falſe ; 

And ſhould Caffaho e er prove fo to me: 

So tender is my Heart, ſo nice my Love, 
"Twould ruin and diſtrat my Reſt for ever. 


| MAID. 
Madam, he's coming. 
MONIMTA. 
Where, Florella / where 
Is he returning ? To my Chamber lead ; 
I'll meet him there z The Myſteries of our Love 
Should be kept private as'Religious Rites, f 
From the unhallow'd View of common Eyes. 


[rennt Mon. and Maid. 


Enter CAS TAT O. 


CASTALIO. 

Wiſh'd Morning's come ! And now upon the Plains 
And diſtant Mountains, where they feed their Flock, 
+ The happy Shepherd's leave their homely Huts, 

And with their Pipes proclaim the new-born Day. 

The luſty Swain comes with his well fll'd Scrip 

Of healthful Viands, which when Hunger calls, 

With much Content and Appetite he cats, | 
To follow in the Fields his daily Toil, Th 
And dreſs the grateful Glebe, that yields him Fruits. 
The Beaſts that under the warm I 
And weather'd out the cold bleak Nig ht, are up, 


And looking towards the Neighb'ring Paſtures, raiſe © 


Their Voice, and bid their fellow brutes Good-morrow ; 

The chearful Birds too, on the tops of Trees, 

Aſſemble all in Quires, and with their Notes 

Salute and welcome up the riſing Sun. 

There's no Condition ſure ſo curs'd as mine; 

I'm marry'd! *Sdeath! I'm-ſped. . 

Look'd Hercules, thus to a Diſtaff chain'd ? | 

Monimia { oh Monimia! - 4 
Enter Mo BAN UA and Man, | 


wrt A 
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My Wikhes Lord. May every Morn begin Liks 
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WI Like this; and with our Days our Loves renew. 
Now I may hope you are — 
[ Looking lange. on bin. 
CASTALIO. Fw 
1am 
MONIMI A. 


What ! ſpeak : 
Art thou not well, Caſlalis Come, lean 


Upon my Breaſt, and tell me where's thy Pain. 
CASTALIO. 

'Tis here ! tis in my Head ; tis in my Heart, 
Tis every where ; it rages like a Maduch ; 
And I moſt wonder how my Reaſon holds ; 
Nay, wonder not, Menimia : the Slave | 
You thought you had ſecur d within my Breaſt, 
is grown a Rebel, and has broke his Chain, 
And now he walks there like a Lord at large. 

MONIMI 4. 

Am I not then your Wife, your lov'd Mu, ? 
| once was fo, or I've molt ſtrangely dream't. 
What ails my Love ? 

""*CMHfT FEI 
What e'er thy Dreams have been, 

Thy waking Thoughts ne'er meant Cafalis well. 
No more, Monimia, of your Sexes Arts, 
They are uſeleſs all: I'm not that plant Tool, 
That neceſſary Utenſil you'd make me, 
| know my Charter better I am Man, 
Obſtinate Man; and will not be enflav'd. 

MONIMIA.. 

You ſhall nor fear't : Indeed my Nature's eaſy, 

ll ever live your moſt obedient Wife, - 

Nor ever any Privilege pretend 

Beyond your Will; for that all be my Law; 
Indeed 5 wikaek 
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CAST ALTO. 1 
Nay, you ſhall not, Madam ; 
By yon bright Heav'n, you ſhall not ; all the Day 
e N. 
Till by Afflictions and continued Cares, 
I've worn thee to a homely houſhold 
Nay, if I've any too, thou ſhalt be made 
Subſervient to all my looſer Pleaſures, 
For thou haſt wrong'd Cafalie. 
MONIMIZ. 
No more: 
Oh kill me here, or tell me my Offence, 
I'll never quit you elſe ; but on theſe Knees, + 
Thus follow you all Day, till th'are worn bare, 
And hang upon you like a drowning Creature. 
N 


=# %, = FJ 


CASTALTO. 
Away; laſt Night, laſt Night. 
| MONIMIA. 
Is was our Wedding-night. 
CAST ALTO, 
No more, forget it. 
MONIMI 4. o 
Why ? Do E gle. ce, 
.CASTALTO. 
I do. 
MONIMI4. 
Oh Heav'n! 


And will you leave me thus? help, help, Florella. 

[He drags Ber to the Door, and breaks from her. 
Help me to hold this yet lov'd cruel Man. 
Oh my Heart breaks-—1'm dying, Oh-—ſtand off; 
Pl! not indulge this Woman's Weakneſs ; ſtill 
Chaft, and fomented, let my Heart ſwell on, 
Till with its Injuries it burft, and ſhake 
Wich the dire Blow this Priſon to the Earth. 


M41D. 


The Our n Ax. = 
_ ” 
What fad Miſtake has been the Cauſe of this 
 MONIMIA. 
Caflalie : Oh! how often has he ſwore, 
Nature ſhould change, the Sun and Stars grow dark, 
Eee he would falſify his Vows to me. 
| Make haſte, Confuſion, then: Sun loſe thy light, 
And Stars drop dead with Sorrow to the Earth ; 
For my Caftalio's falſe. 


 MONIMIA © 
Falſe as.the Wind, the Water, or the Weather ; 
Cruel as Tygers o'er their trembling Prey. 
I feel him in my Breaſt, he tears my Heart, 
And at each Sigh he drinks the guiding Blood; 


Muſt I be long; i in pain? / * 
pas Enter CHAMONT. | 


CHAMONT. 
In Tears, Menimia / 
 MONIMIA. 
Who eber thou art, 
Leave me alone to my belov'd Deſpair. - 
CHAMONT. 
Ut up thy Eyes, and ſee who comes to cheer thee. 
Tell me the Story of thy Wrongs, and then 
See if my Soul has Reſt till thou haſt Juſtice. 
 __MONIMIA. 
My Brother ! * 
CHAMONT. 
Yes, Moninia, if thou think'ft 
That I deſerve the Name, I am thy Brother. 
MONIMIA. 


CHAMONT. 


Oh Caftalis ! 
Hah ! 
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Name me that Name again! My Soul's on fire 
Till I know all: There's Meaning in that Name. 
I know he is thy Huſband : Therefore truſt me 
Wich all the following truth 
MONIMIA. 

Indeed, Cline, 
There's nothing in it but the fault of Nature: - 
I'm often thus ſeiz d ſuddenly with Grief, 


I know not why. 
| CHAMONT. 
You uſe me ill, Monimia; 
And I might think with Juſtice moſt ſeverely 
Of this unfaithful Dealing with your Brother. 
MONIMIA © 
Truly I'm not to blame: Suppoſe I'm fond, 
And grieve for what as much may pleaſe another. 
Should I upbraid the deareſt Friend on Earth 
For the firſt Fault? you would not do fo : Would you ? 
CHAMONT. 
Nat, if I'd cauſe to think it was a Friend. 
MONIMIA. 
Why do you then call this unfaithful Dealing ? 
I ne'er 2 my Soul from you before : 
Bear with me now, and ſearch my Wounds no farther, 
For every Probing pains me to the Heart. 
HAM O RN. a 
Tis ſign there's Danger, and muſt be prevented. 
Where's your ne Huſband ? Still that Thoughtdiſturbs you. 
- What, only anſwer me with Tears? Coftalie 
Nay, now they ſtream, 
Cruel unkind Cafalio 7 Is't not fo? 
MONIMI1A4. 
I cannot ſpeak, Grief flows ſo faſt upon me, 
It chokes and will not let me tell the Cauſe. 
 __CHAMONT. 
Oh, my Mcnimia, to my Soul thou'rt dear, 
As Honour to my Name: Dear as the Light | 
& To 
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To Eyes but juſt reſtor'd, and heal'd of Blindneſs, 
Why wilt thou not repoſe within my Breaſt 
The Anguiſh that torments thee ? 5 

___MONIMIZ. 

Oh ! I dare not. 

CHAMONT. 

I have no Friend but thee : We muſt confde 
In one another : Two unhappy 
Alas, we are ; and when I fee thee 
rar Arad 

MONIMIA. 

Oh ſhouldit thou know the Cauſe of my Lamenting, 
I'm fatisfy'd, Chament, that thou wouldſt ſcorn me ; 
Thou wouldft deſpiſe the ahject 1 
mr 
When in ſome Cell dittracted, as L hall be, 

Thou ſeeſt me lie; theſe Locks 
Mlatted like Furies Treſſes ; my poor Limbs 
Chain'd to the Ground, and "ſtead of the Delights 
Which happy Lovers taſte, my Keeper's Stripes, 
A Bed of Straw, and a coarſe wooden Diſh 
Of wretched Suſtenance ; when thus thou ſeeſt me, 


rr 


Or thou wilt run me into Madneſs firſt. - 
| MONIMI4. 
Could you be ſecret? - 
CHAMONT. 
7 Secret as the Grave. 
CHAMONT. 


But when I've told you, will you keep your Fury 
Within its Bounds ? e 


And horrid Miſchief? for indeed, Chamont, 
You would not think how hardly I've been 0. 
Ver. III. D From 
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From a near-Friend ; from one that has my Soul 
A Slave, and therefore treats it like a Tyrant. 
| CHAMONT. We; 
I will be calm ; but has Ca/falio wrong d thee ? 
Has he already waſted all his Love ? 
What has he done? quickly; for I'm all trembling 
With expectation of a horrid Tale. 
MONIMIA. 
Ok! could you think it ! 
CHAMONT. 
What? 
MONIMI 4. 
I fear he'll kill me. 


CHAMONT. 


MONIMIA. 
Indeed I do; he's ſtrangely cruel to me, 
Which if it laſts, I'm ſure muſt break my Heart. 
oO CHAMONT. 
What has he done ? 
'" MONIMI A. 
Moſt barbarouſly us'd me : 
Nothing ſo kind as be, when in my Arms; 
In thouſand Kiſſes, tender Sighs and Joys, 
Not to be thought again, the Night was waſted; 
At dawn of Day he roſe, and left his Conqueſt. 
But when we met, and I with open Arms | 
Ran to embrace the Lord of all my Wiſhes, 


Oh then! 
CHAMONT. 
Go on ! 
 MONIMIA. 
He threw me from his Breaſt, 
Like a deteſted Sin. Is | 
CHAMONT. 


Hah! 


— RENE * * 
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22488 
2 and begg d to know the Cauſe, 
He dragg d me like a Slave upon the Earth, 
And had no Pity on my Cnes. 
CHAMONT. 
How! did he 
— edi ai Blont 
1 

He did; and more I fear, will ne' er be Friend :, 

Though I till love him with unbated Paſſion. 
CHAMONT. 

What, throw thee from him! . 

MONIMIA. 
Yes, indeed he did. 
CHAMONT. 
De A like a dead Dog deſpis d 
to th „ like a ; 
IJameneſ and Leprofy, Blindneſs and 8 
Poverty, Shame, Pride, and the Name of Villain 
Light on me, if, Cafalo, I forgive thee. 
MONIMTIA. 

Nay, now, Chamont, art thou unkind as he is : 
Didſt thou not promiſe me thou wouldſt be calm? 
Keep my Diſgrace conceal'd ? why hogld®t thou kill him ? 
By all my Love, this Aras fools G5 
Alas, 1 love him fill, and though I ne'er 
Claſp him again within theſe longing Arms, 

Yet bleſs him, mea... 


Enter Ac atv. 
404570. 
Sure ſome ill Fate is towards me; in my Houſe 
] only meet with Oddneſs and Diſorder; 
Each Vaſſal has a wild diſtractad Face ; 
Aud looks as full of Bafineſs as a Blockhaad 
„„ 2K 


Inn 
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I met Cali —— 
CHAMONT. 

Then you met a Villain, 
ACASTO. 


Hah ! 
 __CHAMANT. 
Yes, a Villain. 
ACASTO.. 
Have a care, young Soldier, 
How thou'rt too buſy with Lcafte's Fame; 
I have a Sword, my Arm's good old Acquaintance. 
Villain to the. 
| CHAMONT. 
Curſe on thy ſcandalous Age, 
Which hinders me to ruſh upon thy Throat, 
And tear the Root vp of that curs'd Bramble ! 
ACASTO. 

Un ul Rufhan ! ſure my good old Friend 
Was ne'er thy Father; nothing of him's in thee : 
What have I done in my unhappy Age, 
To be thus us'd ? I ſcorn to upbraid thee, Boy, 
Nen gu thee in Remembrance | 

ar | 


” CHAMONT. 

No, I'll calmly hear the Story, 
For I would fain know all, to ſee which Scale 
Weighs moſt—Hah, is not that good old Acaffo ? 
What have I done ? Can you forgive this Folly ? 

ACASTO. 


Why dog thou ask it ? 
CHAMONT. 
*Twas the rude o'er-flowing 


eee e [Kneels, 
- 375 . 


404. 


Cropt this fair Roſe, and rifled all its Sweetneſs, 
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rr 
bat for ti though 
1 know it well ; but for this A 


- I will; but hencefor | _ 
LN, bims 
Whence came the Cauſe ? 
CHAMONT. 


r N 
You've been her Father too— [Takes Mon. by the 


4CASTO. 
Forbear the 
And let me know the Subſtauce of thy Tale. 
CHAMONT. 


| You took her up ali Bo nex n 
25 k tile t Froſt 
Had nipt; and with io yo ir G long the fla 
Tranſplanted her into * 8 
Where the 8. 4 lovel 

Grew ſweet to Senſe, 4 "er 
came, 


„Till at the laſt a cruel 8 


Then caſt it like a loathſome Weed away. 
You talk to me in Parables ; Chamonr, 


You may have e Fab po wordy Man ; 


— — 
em, when rags 
ET they want good ; 
Needs no ＋ 25 
_ CHAMONT. 


. 
and boch I hope 
53 TY 


Your 
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CHAMONT. 
I hope fo too but 

ACASTO. 


# 


ACASTO. 
Still, Cafalio? 
CHAMO NT. 


Yous Sap Cafalie has wrong'd 1 
| ACASTO, 
Hah! wrong'd her? 
CHAMONT,. 
Marry'd her. 
ACASTO. 
I'm ſorry for't. 
CHAMONT. 


Why ſorry? | 
5 By yon bleſt Heav'n there's not a Lord 
But might be proud to take her to his Heart. 


|  ACA4STO. 
I'll not deny't. 
LAG CHAMONT. 
You dare not, by the Gods, 
You dare not; all your Family combin d 
In one damn'd Falſhood to out-do Caſfalio, 
Dare not deny't. 


ACASTO. 
How has Ca/talio wrong'd her ? 
CHAMONT. 

Ask that of him: I ſay, my Siſter's wrong'd: 
Monimia, my Siſter, born as high 
And noble as Caftalio———Do her Juſtice, 
Or by the Gods, I'll lay a Scene of Blood, 
N this Dwelling horrible to Nature. 


. ad N . I ay 1 W W — 1 5 SLRS * 
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ru do't; hark you, my Lord, your Son Caftals, 
Take him to your Cloſer, and there each kim Manners 
ACAISTO. | 
You ſhall have Juſtice. | 
 CHAMONT. 
Nay—I will have Juſtice. 
| Who'l erp in Sao tht has dons ma wrong! 
y Lord, I'll not diſturb you to 
Cru of tvs I hog you ft preors 
Your Houſe's Honour) 
ers 
I will. 


CHAMONT. 
Till then farewell 
nan 


Monimia. 
MONIMIA. 


I am, my Lord, if you'll vouchſafe to own me. 
ACASTO. 
'When you'll complain to me, I'll prove a Father. [Li- 
MONIMIA 
Now I'm undone for ever : Who on Earth 
Is there ſo wretched as Monimia ? 


Firſt by Cafalio forſaken ; 
Frowns 


I've loſt Acaffo now : 

May well inſtruct me, Rage is in bis Heart; 
I ſhall be next abandon'd to my Fortune, 
Thruſt out a naked Wand'rer to the World, 
And branded for the miſchievous Monimia ; 
What will become of me ? My crvel Brother 
Is framing Miſchiefs too, for ought I know, 
9 * 

D 4 | 


© :' SN Or*rHuan 
would not be the Cauſe of one Man's Death, 
To reign the Empreſs of the Earth ; nay, more, 
I'd rather loſe for ever my Caftalic, 

My dear unkind Caffalio. 


Enter 3 


POLYDORE. : 
bend Down een blo Rite ledge, 
By the Sun's amorous Heat to be exhal'd. 
I come my Love, to kiſs all Sorrow from thee. 
What mean theſe Sighs ? And why thus beats thy Heart 
MONIMIZ. 
Let me alone to Sorrow: Tis a Cauſe 
None ere ſhall know ; but it ſhall with me die. 
POLYDORE. 
Happy, Menimia, he, to whom theſe Sighs, 
Theſe Tears, and all theſe Languiſhings are paid! 
I am no Stanger to your deareſt Secret ; 
I know your Heart was never meant for me. 
That Jewel's for an elder Brother's Price. 
MONIMIA. 
My Lord! 


 POLYDORE. | 
Nay, wonder not; laſt Night I heard 

His Oaths, your Vows, and to my Torment ſaw 

Your wild 'Embraces : Heard the Appointment made: 

I did, Monimia, and I curſt the Sound. 

Wilt thou be ſworn, my Love ? will thou be ne'er 


Unkind again ? 
MONIMIA © 
| Baniſh fuch fruitleſs Hopes 
Have you ſworn Conſtancy to my 1 ? 
Will you be ne'er my Friend again ? 
*  POLTDORE. 
What means my Love ? 


OVA. 
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MONIMIA4. 
Away ; what meant my Lord ? 


L Night? 
| POLYDORE. 
1s that a now to be demanded ? 
I hope Ae was not much diſpleas'd. 
4 MONIMIA. 
Was it well done to treat me like a Proftitute, 


T”aſlault my Lodging at the dead of Night, 


You faid you were Cofalic— 
5 POLYDORE. 
By thoſe Eyes 
1: was the fame ; I ſpent my Time much better 
I tell thee, il-oatar's fair One, I was poied 
To more Advantage on a pleaſant Hill 
Of ſpringing Joy, and everlaſting Sweetneſs. 
| MONIMIA. | 
Hah——have a Care "FE 
PORTDORE > © 
| Where is the Danger near me? 
MONIMIA. 
I fear you're on a Rock will wreck your Quiet, 
And eee 
A thouſand horrid Thoughts crowd on my 7 
Will ron be kind und anher we one un, ok 
POLYDORE.”' *rJ 409 1 
rd cruſt thee with my Liſe on thoſe tea Breaſts; | 
Breathe out the choiceſt Secrets of my Heart: 
Till I had nothing in it left but Love. 
MONIMIA. 
Nay, I'll conjure you by the Gods, and Angels, / 
By the Honour of your Name, that's moſt concern d. 
To tell me, Polydore, and tell me truly, 
Where did you reſt laſt Night ? 
POLYTDORE. 
"F-. _ 
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TI tiumph'd : Reſt had been my Foe. 
MONIMI 4. | | 
Tis done [S ſaints. 
POLYDORE. 

She faints! No help! who waits? a Curſe 
Upon my Vanity, that could not keep | 
The Secret of my Happineſs in filence. 
Confuſion ! we ſhall be ſurpriz'd anon, 

And conſequently all muſt be betray'd, 
Monimia / ſhe breathe Ini 
MONIMIA. 


Let Miſchiefs multiply! Let every Hour 
Of my loath'd Life yield me increaſe of Horror! 
72 Eyes 
Ne'er ſhine again, but — the anne ! 
May every thing I look on ſeem a Prodigy, 
To fill my my Soul with Terrors, till I quite 
Forget I ever had Humanity, 
And grow a Curſer of the Works of Nature ! 
POLTDORE. 
What means all this ? 
MONIMIA. 
Oh, Polydere, if all 
The Friendfhip e er you vow'd to good Caftalic 
Be not a Falſhood, if you ever lov'd 
Your Brother, you've undone yourſelf and me. 
| POLYDORE. 
Which way can Rain reach the Man that's rich, 
As I am, in Poſſeſſion of thy Sweetneſs ? | 
MONIMTIA. 
Oh, Pm his Wife. 
POLYTDORE. 
What ſays Mezimia! hah ! 


MONIMIA. 
I am Caffalio's Wie. 


Speak that again. 


POLY. 


Happy with ſuch a Weight 
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| POLYDORE. 

His marry'd, wedded Wile ? 
MONIMI 4 
Yeſterday's Sun 


Af 

My Brother's Wife ? 

MONIMIA. 

As ſurely as we 

_ Muſt tafte of Miſery, that Guilt is thine. 
POLYDORE. 

Muſt we be miſcrable then ? 

Js MONIMIAZ. 


- POLYDORE. 
Oh ! thou may yet be happy! 
MONIMIZ. 
. Couldf! thou be 
upon thy Soul ? ; 
POLYDORE. : 


t a Secret: I'll go 
To N _—_——C_— 3 8 
Whilſt from the W I take myſelf away, 


And waſte my Life in Penance for my Sin. 
MONIMTIA. 


Then thou wouldſt more undo me: Heap u load 
Of added Sins upon my wretched Head: 
Wouldſt chou again have me betray thy Brother, 
And bring Pollution to his Arms ? curſt Thought 
Oh when ſhall I be mad indeed ! 

EIT TAS 


Let us embrace, and from this very Rabat 

Vow an eternal Miſery together. 
MONIMIA. 

And wilt thou be a very faithful Wretch ? 


. 


Saw it perform'd. 


It may be yet 


Never 
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Never grow fond of chearful Peace again ? 
Wilt thou with me ftudy to be Unhappy, 

And find out ways how to encreaſe Allicion ? 
POLYDORE. 

We'll inflitate new Arts unknown before, 
To vary Plagues, and make em look like new ones. 
Firſt, if the Fruit of our deteſted Joy, 
A Child be born, it ſhall be murderd 

MONIMIA. 


Sure that may live. 
POLYDORE. 
_ Why? 
MONIMIA. 
To become a thing 
More wretched than its Parents, to be branded 
With all our Infamy', and curſe its Birth. 
„ 
s well con en thus let's 
Full of our Guilt, diftrafted where to wan, 
Like the firſt wretched Pair expell'd their Paradiſe. 
Let's find ſome Place where Adders neft in Winter, 
Loathſom and venomous : where Poiſons hang 
Like Gums againſt the Walls; where Witches meer 
By Night, and feed upon ſome pamper'd Imp, 
Fat with the Blood of Babes : There we'll inhabit, 
And live up to the Height of Deſperation; | 
Defire ſhall languiſb like a Flower, 
And no Diſtinction of the Sex be thought of. 
Horrors ſhall fright me from thoſe pleaſing Harms, a 


8 
But when I'm dying take me in thy Arms, [Exe.) 
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Ac Tr t 
CasTAL10 H i Gramd. 
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| L 
OME, all ye Youthi, «whoſe Hearts Ger bled 
By cruel Beauty's Pride, 
Bring each a Garland on bi: Head, 
Let none hit Sorrows bid, 
But Hand in Hand around me move, 
Singing the ſaddeft Talis of Love; 
And fee, auen your Complaints ye joins 
If all your M roms can equal mine. 


II. 
ee 
My Heart no Sorrow: tneww. 
Pity the Pain with which I die, 
But a not whence it grew. 
Yu fot RY 
That's very lovely, wery ki 
T6 bright as Hiaw/a, n Stamp . Gear 
Think of my Fate, and ſhun ber Snares. _ 
CASTALITO. 
See where the Deer trot after one 
Male, Female, Father, Daughter, Mother, fam 
Brother and Siſter mingled all together: 
No Diſcontent they know, but in delightful _ 
Wildneſs and Freedom, pleaſant Springs, freſh Herbage, 
. ooo 
r 
will turn together all, and 
Upon the Monſter — * 
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Once in a Seaſon too they taſte of Love: 
| the Beaſt-of Reaſon is its Slave, 
And in that Fotly drudyes all the Year. 


Emir AcasTo. 


404570. 
Caftalio! Caſlalio / 
ire. 
Who's there ſo wretched but to name Cafalio? 
4ACASTO. 
I hope my Meſſage may ſucceed. 
84814112 
My Father, 


Tis Joy to ſee you, chough where Sorrows nouriſh'd. 


ACASTO. 
I'm come, in Beauty's Cauſe ; you'll gueſs the reſt. 
CIaTFIATO. 
A Woman ! if you love my Peace of Mind, 
Name not a Woman to me; but to think 
Of Woman were enough to taint my Brains, 
Till they ferment to Madneſs! Oh! my Father. 
ACASTO. 
What ails my Boy ? 
CASTALIO. 
A Woman is the thing 
I would forget, and blot from my Remembrance. 


ACASTO. 
Forget Monimia / 
CASTALTO. 
She to chuſe : Monimia / 
The very Sound's ungrateful to my Senſe. 
ACASTO. 


This might ſeem ſtrange ; but you I've found will hide 


Your Heart from me; you dare not truſt your Father. 


CASTALIO. 
No more Monimia. 


ACASTO. 


«a3 %% A 


25842 
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ACASTO. 1 
Is the not your Wiſe? : 
CAST ALIO. | 
So much the worſe : who loves to hear of Wife ? 
When you would give all wordly a Name 
Worſe than they have already, call em Wite : 
But a new-married Wife's a ſeeming Miſchief, 
Full of herſelf: Why, what a deal of Horror 
Has that poor Wretch to come, that wedded Yeſterday ? 
cr 6 OR 
0, m me, 
And foe s * 
CASTALIO, 


Sure, my Lord but mocks me: 
Go ſce Monimia! Pray, my Lord, excuſe me; 
And leave the Conduct of this part of Life 

To my own Choice. 


ACASTO. 
| I ſay, no more Diſpute. 
Complaints are made to me, that you have wrong d her. 
CASTALIO. 
Who has complain'd ? 
46040 
r 
And in ſuch Terms they've warm d me. 
CASTALIO. 
„ ES 
What, does ſhe ſend her Hero with Defiance ? 
Wan 
404870. 
No not much, 


90 —— 
CASTALIO. 
Speak, what ſaid he ? 
ACASTO. 
r 


eee Villis, = 
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CASTALIO. 


Shame on th ill- manner d Brute; ** 


He durſt not elſe have faid fo. 
ACASTO. 
By my Sword, 

I would not ſee thee wrong d, and bear it vilely: 
Though I have paſt ms; ya nh warner ad 
_ CASTALNO. 

Juſtice ! to give her Juſtice wou'd undo her: 
Think you this Solitude I now had choſen, 
Left Joys juſt opening to my Senſe, ſought here 
A Place to curſe my Fate in, meaſur'd out 
My Grave at length, wiſh'd to have grown one piece 
With this cold Clay, and all without a Cauſe? 


Enter CHamonrT. 
CHAMONT. 
Where is the Hero famous and renown'd 
For wronging Innocence, and breaking Vows ; 
Whoſe mighty Spirit, and whoſe ſtubborn Heart, 
No Woman can appeaſe, nor Man provoke ? 
| ACASTO. 
I gueſs, Chamont, you come to ſeek Cafalie. . 
CHAMONT. | 
I come to ſeck the Husband of Monimia. 
CASTALITO, 
The Slave is here. 
| CHAMONT. 
[ thought ere now to have found you 
Atoning for the Ills you've done Chamont : 
For you have wrong'd the deareſt part of him. 
Monimia, young Lord, weeps in this Heart ; 
And all the Tears thy Injuries have drawn 
From her poor Eyes are Drops of Blood from hence. 
CASTALIO. 
Then you're Ch 


. 


CHA 


4 
1 
A 
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CHAMONT. 
Ves, and I hope no Stranger 


CAS8STALIO. 

I've heard of ſuch a Man 

That has been very buſy with my Honour: 

I own I'm much indebted to you, Sir, 

And here return the Villain back again 

You ſent me by my Father. 
| CHAMONT. - 

Thus Vl thank you. [Drow', 

 ACASTO. 

By tis good Sond who Grit preſumes to Violence 

Makes me his Foe—Young Man, it once was thought. 


t [To Caſtalio. 
I was fit Guardian of iay Houſe's Honhur, 
And you might truſt your Share with me-—PFor you, 
[Ts Cham. 
Young Soldier, I muſt tell you, you have wrong'd me: 
I promis d you to do Monimua Right; 
And thought my Word a Pledge, I would not forfeit : 
But you, I find, would fright us to performance. 
fie, in any youkger Vetrs wh Dis 
, in my younger Years me, 
mann 
Oppoſe not then the Juſtice of my Sword, 
Leſt you ſhould make me jealous of your Love. 
CHAMONT. 
Into thy Father's Arms thou fly N for Safety, 
Becauſe thou know'f the Place is ſanctify d. 
With the Remembrance of an ancient Fri 
CASTALINO. 
I am a Villain if I will not ſeek thee, 
Till I may be reveng'd for all the W 
Done me by that be b ee 
| | "CHAMONT. 
She wrong'd thee! by the Fury in my Heart. 


To-great Caftalie. 
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Thy Father's Honour's not above Monimia's ; 
Nor vas thy Mothers Tratb end Virus fairer. 
"ACASTO. 
Boy, don't diſturb the Aſhes of the dead 
With thy capricious Follies : The Remembrance 
Of the lov'd Creature, that once fill d theſe Arma 


CHAMONT. 

Has not been wrong d. 
CASTALTO. 
It ſhall not. 


CHAMONT. 
* 2 


Menimia, though u helpleſ Orphan, defiitute 

Of Friends and Fortune, though th' unhappy Siſter 

Of poor Chamont, whoſe Sword is all his Portion, 

Be oppreſt by thee, thou proud imperious Traitor. 

CAST ALTO. 

Hah! let me free. 
CHAMONT. 
Come both. 


Enter SEBARIN A. 


SE RINA. 
Alas! alas! 
+ The cauſe of theſe Diſorders; my 4 
Who is' t has wrong'd thee ? | 
CASTALIO. 
Now where art thou fled 


For ſhelter ? 
CHAMO NT. 
Shall then betray my Fears. 
SERIN A. 
Cruel Cafalis, 
Sheath up thy angry Sword, and don't affright me: 
Chamont, —— cbe Bronte 
If any of my Friends have done thee Injuries, 


"VR EIT « © #7 .. & 
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In be reveng'd, and love thee better fort. 
CASTALITO. 
Sir, if you'd have me think you did not take 
This Opportunity to ſhew your Vanity, 
Let's meet ſome other time, when by ourſelves 
We fairly may diſpute our Wrongs together. 
CHAMONT. 
Till then, I am Cabal Friend. 


CASTALTIO. 
Serind, 
evo, 1 «ite ids 
SERINAM. | 
Chament's the deareſt thing I have on Earth; 
Give me Chamont, and let the World forſake me. 
CHAMONT. 
Witneſs the Gods, bow happy I'm in thee! 
No beauteous Bloſſora of the t Spring, 
Though the fair Child of Nature newly born, 
Can be fo lovely. Angry, unkind Caffalis, 
Suppoſe I ſhould awhile lay by my Paſſions, 
And be a Beggar in Monimia's Cauſe, 
wy ado. 
CASTALIO, 
Sir, *twas my laſt Requeft, 
You wou'd (though you l find will not) be ſatisſy d: 
So in a Word, Monimia is my Scorn ; 
She baſcly ſent here to try my Fears ; 
That wa: your Gat 122 
No artful Proſtitute, in Falſhoods praftis'd, 
To make advantage of her Coxcomb's Follies, 
nn 


E 


CHA MONT. 
Farewel. [Ex. Cham. and Ser. 
CASTALIO. 
| Farewel—My Father, you ſeem troubled. 


ACASTO. 
. 
Jo ame 
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Came to diſturb thee thus : I'm griev'd I hinder'd 
Thy juſt Reſentment— But Monimia— 
CASTALIO.. | 
Dama her. 
| 404 o. 
Don't curſe her. 
| CASTALIO. 
Did I? 
ACASTO, 
Ves, 
n 
m P 
4CASTO. 
Methinks, as IT rief th rut. but cal 
It might be pardon'd. 
CASTALIO, 
No. 
 A4CASTO, 
5 What has ſhe done? 
a CASTALIO. 
That ſhe's my Wife, may Heav'n and you forgive ms. 
ACASTO. 
Be reconcil'd then. 
FEEL LL: 


CASTALIO. 


| | 40410. 
Tul ſend and bring her hither. 


EEE ASE OS. 
No. 


* "ACASTO. 
chu, and the quiet of my Age 


No. 


6 


48. 


web AS _ % #3 


5 „ + Up ee 
Why will you urge * ace ar 


Pr'ythee forgive ber. 
CASTALIO. | 


My Heart might 
II 

FLORELLA. 
My Lord, where are you? Oh c! 


Hark. 


ACASTO. 
CASTALIO. 


CASTAL TO. 
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To Ge poor lovely r. Oh my Father! 
ACASTO. 
Then wilt thou go? Bleſings attend thy Purpoſe. | 
CA8STALTO. | 
I cannot hear Monimia's Soul's in Sadneſs, 
And be a Man; my Heart will not her. 
But do not tell the World you faw this of me. 
 _ACASTO. | 
Delay not then, but haſte and chear thy Love. 
0474710. 8 
Oh I will throw m'impatient Arms about her, 


In her ſoft Boſom figh my Soul to Peace. In 
"Till through the panting Breaſt ſhe finds the way 3 
To mould my Heart and make it what ſhe will. 
Monimia “ Oh ! | [Ex. Acaſt. Caſt. © j 
Euter Mo x INA. Fc 
MONIMIA. * 

Stand off, and give me room, V 

J will not reſt till I have found Caſlalio A 
My Wiſhes Lord, comely as riſing Day, I" 
Amidſt ten thouſand eminently known. Y 
Flowers ſpring up where- e er he treads, his Eyes, B 
Fountains of Brightneſs, cheering all about him! F 


When will they ſhine on me Oh ſtay my Soul! 
I cannot die in Peace till I have ſeen him. 


CasTAL10 Re-enters. 


| CASTALIO. © 
Who. talks of dying with a Voice ſo ſweet, 
That Life's in love with it?“? 
P MONTM IA. 
Hark! tis he that anſwersz 4 
So in a Campꝭ though at. the. dead Night, | | 
If but the. Trumpet 's chearful.Noiſe is heard; NE 


All at the, gnal leap from DICE Reſt, 


The On AN. 
Where art thou ? 


CA48TALIO. 
Here, my Love. 
 MONIMIAZ. | 
No nearer, leſt I vaniſh, 
ce 
Have I been in a Dream then all this while ! 
And art thou but the Shadow of Moniacia / 
Why doſt thou fly me thus ? 
 _MONIMTIA. 
Oh! were it poſſible that we could drown 
In dark Oblivion but a few paſt Hours, 
We might be happy- 
CAST ALIO. | 
Is then ſo hard, Monimia, to forgive 5 1 
A Fault, where humble Love, like mine, implores thee? 
For I muſt love thee, though it prove my Ruin. | 
Which way ſhall I court thee ? | 
What mal I do t0 be eg thy Slave, 
And ſatisfy the lovely Pride that's in thee. | 
I'll kneel to thee, and weep a Flood before thee. 
Yet pr'ythee, Tyrant, break not quite my Heart ; 
But when my Task of Penitence is done, 
Heal it again, and comfort me with Love. 
MONIMIA. 
If I am dumb, Catabe, and want Words, 
To pay thee back this mighty Tenderneſs ; 
It is becauſe I look on thee with Horror, 2 
enn . 
CASTALIO. 1 an 
Thou haſt not wrong d me. 
_ MONIMILA. 
e J 
n. ; er 
1 C 441410. 


= 
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MONIMLIA. n 
Still thou wander ll in the Dar, Caftalio ; 
But wilt ere long ſtumble on horrid Danger. 

CASTALI1O. 

What means my Love! 
MONIMIAJ 

r 

0481411. 


What? 
OV 

For my Fault laſt Night; alas, thou canſt not. 
CASTALIO. 

I can, and do. | 


MONIMIA. 
Thus crawling on the Earth 
Would I that Pardon meet; the only thing 
Can make me view the Face of Heav'n with Hope. 


CASTALTO. 
Then let's draw near. 
MO NIMIN. 
Ah me! | 
3 CASTALTO. N - 
When the ub b Kalk 


The ſcatter d Lovers of the feather'd Kind, 


Seeking when Danger's paſt to meet again, 
Malte moan, and call, by ſuch Degrees approach; 
Till joining thus they bill, and ſpread their Wings, 
Murmuring Love, and Joy, their Fears are over. 4 
 MONIMIN. MOTT ROOT APES - 
Yet have a Care, be not too fond of Peace, | 
Leſt in Purſuance of the goodly Quarry, MAES 
Thou meet a Diſappointment that diſtracts thee. | 
„ 
My better Angel, then do thou inform me, 
What Danger threatens me, and where it lies: 
3 R 


The O0 


anden | TOE. 
Which with my mournſul Sighs made ſuch fad Muſic 
As might have mov'd the hardeſt Heart 5 why wert thou 
Deaf to my Cries, and Senſcleſs of my Pains? = 
MONIMIA.. 
r 

ſ thou not ſomethi my Face, chat 
Wonderful Change, — 2 — 

— 

Then there is ſomething yet which 1've not known z 
What doſt thou mean by Horror, and Forbearance 
Of more Inquiry? Tell me, I beg thee, tell me: 
And don't betray me to a ſecond Madneſs, 

MONIMIA. 

Muſt I ? 


CASTALIO. 
If labouring in the Fange of Death, 
Thou wouldſt do any thing to give me Eaſe ; 
Unſold this Riddle ere my Thoughts grow wild, 
And let in Fears of ugly Form upon me. 
MONIMI A. 
— an thank toad min: 
Monimia, poor Mon/mia tells you this, | 
We ne'er muſt meet again——— | . 
ann 
means my Deſtiny ? 
rr 6 or evil Fate dwell in thee: 
Ne' er meet again 
MONIM 14. 
No, never. 
CASTALIO. 
Where's the Pow'r 
On Earth, that dares not look like thee, and fay lo? 
„ pp can 
Vor. III. 4 


1 
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A long and painful, faithful Slavery for thee : 
And who ſhall rob me of the dear-bought Bleſſing? 
MONIMIZM. 

Time will clear all, but now let this content you: 
Heav'n has decreed, and therefore I've reſfolv'd, 
(Wich Torment I muſt tell it thee, Cafalio) 
Ever to be a Stranger to thy Love; 
In ſome far diſtant Country waſte my Life, , 
And from this Day to ſee thy Face no more. : 

CASTALTIO. 

Where am I? ſure I wander midſt Inchantment, 
And never more ſhall find the way to Reſt ; 
But, oh Monimia, art thou indeed refolv'd, 

To puniſh me with everlaſting Abſence ? 

Why turn'ſt thou from me? I'm alone already ; 
eee 
Sighing to Wi to the Seas complainin 
Whild afar off the Veſſel fails away, 5 
Where all the Treaſure of my Soul's embark'd; 
Wilt thou not turn——Oh could thoſe Eyes but ſpeak 
I ſhould know all, for Love is pregnant in em; 
They ſwell, they preſs their Beams upon me fiill : 
Wilt thou not ſpeak ? if we muſt part for ever, 
Give me but one kind Word to think upon, 

And pleaſe myſelf withal whilſt my Heart's breaking. 


MONIMIA. 
Ah poor Cafalie ! 8 [Exit Monimia. 
CASTALTIO. 
Pity, by the Gods, 


She pitics me; then thou wilt go eternally ? 
What means all this? why all this ſtir to 

A fingle Wretch? If but your Word can 

This World to Atomes, why ſo much ado 
With me ? think me but dead, and lay me fo. 
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Eater Pot Y Dent. 
 __POLYDORK. 

To live, and live a Torment to 

What Dog would bert. that knew-bat kis Condition? 

We have and that makes us Cowards, 


Becauſe it cannot tell us, what's to come. 
CASTALIQ. 
| Who's there? 


POLYDORE. 
Why, what art thou? 
CASTALIO. 
My Brother Fehde? 
POLTDORE. 
My Name is Feger. 
CASTALIO. ; 
Canſt thou inform m9 
POLYDORE. 
Of what? | 1 
Of my Mein? 
POLYDORE. 
| | No. Good-day, 
CASTALIO. 


Methinks my Polydore appears in Sadnefs, 
 _POLTYDORE. 
Indeed, and fo to me does my Cale. 
CASTALIO. 
Do I? 


POLYDORE. * 
Thou doſt. 
C 4514110. 
Alas, I've wond'rous Reaſon ; 
' alter'd, Brother, fince I ſaw thee, 
POLYDORE. 


In haſte ? 
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CASTALIO. 
Oh, to tell thee would but put thy Heare 
To pain ; let me embrace thee but a lictle, 
And weep upon thy Neck; I would repoſe 
Within thy friendly Boſom all my Follies, 
For thou wilt pardon 'em, becauſe they're mine. 
- POLYDORE. 
Be not too credulous, conſider frft, 
Friends may be falſe. Is there no Friendſhip 
| CASTALIO. 
Why doſt thou ask me that? does this appeat 
Like a falſe Friendſhip, when with open Arms 
And ſtreaming Eyes, I run upon thy Breaſt ? 
Oh 'tis in thee alone | muſt have Comfort. 
| POLYDORE. 
I fear, Ca/talio, I have none to give thee, 
CASTALIO. 
Doſt thou not love me then? 
POLYDORE 
Oh, more than Life: 
I never had a Thought of my Caftalis | ? 
Might wrong the Friendſhip we had vow'd together. 2 
Haſt thou dealt ſo by me? 7 


 CASTALTNO. 
I hope I have, 


| POLYDORE. 
Then tell me why this Mourning, this Diſorder? 
CASTALIO. ' 
Oh, „ Polydere, I know not how to tell thee ; [ 
Shame riſes in my Face, and interrupts 2 
The Story of my Tongue. j 
POLYDORE. 
I grieve, my Friend 
Knows any thing which he's aſham'd to tell me; 
Or didſt thou &er conceal thy Thoughts from Pohydore ? 
1440 

Ob, much too oſt; but let me here conjure thee, 


ſatſe? 


P 


+ Oo 40. 


By all the kind A of n Brother, 
(For I'm aſham'd to call myſelf thy Friend) 


orgive me. 
POLYDORE. 
Well, go on. 
| 2 7771170 
- _ Our Deftiny contriv'd 
To plague us both with one unhappy Love 
Thou, like a Friend, a conſtant generous Friend, 
| In its firſt Pang: didſt truſt me with thy Paſſion, 
Whilft 1 din ſmo-th'd my Pain with Smiles before thes 


© - And made a Contract I ne'er meant to keep. 
| POLYDORE. ; 


How! 
CASTALIO. | 
Still new ways I dye d to abuſe thee, 
And kept thee as a Stranger to ray Paſſion, 
Till Yeſterday I wedded with Monimia. 
POLYDORE. 
Ah, my Caffaiis, was that well done ? 
CASTALTO. 
No, to conceal it from thee, was a Fault, 
POLYDORE. | 1 
A Fault! when thou bait heard the Tale I'l tell, 
What wilt thou call it then? 
CASTALIO. | 
f How my Heart aner 
t _ _ POLYDORE. 
. Firſt, for thy Friendſhip, Traitor, 
1 cancel't thus ; after this Day I'll ne'er | | 
Hold Truſt, or Converſe, I CIO 
This, witneſs Heav'n. 
CASTALIO, 
What will my Fate do with me 
I've loſt all Happineſs, and know not why: 


x. means this, Brother ? 
| K 4 POLY- 
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POLYDORE. 
Farewel. 
CASTALIO. 


Perjur'd, treacherous Wretch, 


Tu be thy Slave, and thou ſhalt uſe me 


- Juſt as thou wilt, do but forgive me. 


POLYDORE. 


Never. 


CASTALTIO. 


O! think a little what thy Heart is doing ; 


How from our Infancy we Hand in Hand 
Have trod the Path of Life, in Love 
One Bed has held us, and the ſame Deſires, 


5 i 


The ſame Averſions ſtill employ'd our Though: 
Whene'er had I a Friend, that was n. 


Or Polydere a Foe, that was not mine ? 


Ev'n in the Womb we embrac'd, . 
For the firſt Fault, abandon and forſake me, 


Leave me amidſt Afflictions to myſelf, 


Plung'd in the Gulph of Grief, and none to help me ? 


POLTDORE. 
Go to Meonimia, in her Arms thou'lt find 


CASTALIO. 


What Arts ? a 
| POLYDORE. 


Go to her fulſome Bed, and wallow there, 


Repoſe; ſhe has the Art of healing Sorrows. | 


Blind Wretch, thou Husband! there's a Queſtion ; 


Till ſome hot Ruffian, full of Luſt and Wine, 
Come ftorm thee out, and ſhew thee what's thy Bargain. 


CASTALTIQ9. 
Hold there, I charge thee. 
 POLYDORE. 


Is ſhe not a-—— 


CAISTALIO. 


Whore 2 
20117. 
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POLYDORE. 
Ay, Whore; I thiok that Word . ao explaining 
C 48141170. 
Alas, I can forgive ev'n this to thee ; 
But let me tell the, Polydore, I'm griev'd 
To find thee guilty of ſuch 
eng GE Vn mit Te Were 
POLYDORE. 
It ſeems I lye then. 
CASTALIO. 
Should the braveſt Man 
That e'er wore conquering Sword, but dare to 
What thou proclaim ſt, he were the worlt of Liam: 
My Friend may be miſtaken. 
POLYDORE. 
Damn the Evaſion ; 
Thou mean'ft the worſt, and he's a baſe-born Villain 


That faid I ly'd. 
CASTALIO, 


Do, draw thy Sword, and thruſt it thro' my Heart. 
There is no Joy in Life, if thou art loſt. 
A baſe-born Villain ! 
1 POLYDORE. 
Yes, thou never cam 'i 
From old A Loins ; the Midwife put 
A Cheat upon my Mother, and inſtead 
Of a true Brother, in the Cradle by me . 
Plac'd fome coarſe Peaſant's Cab, and has nba... 
CASTALIO. 
Thou art my Brother fl. 
POLYDORE. 
Thou ly k. 
CASTA LIO. 
" Nay, 96 
vet I am . 


 POLYTDORE. 
* always ſo. 
« 


CAST4 


* The OaruA x. 
C48 74110. 


e home : Coward ! 
POLYDORE 
y. baſe-born Coward, Villain. 
 _CAF8TALTO. 
This to thy Heart then, tho” my Mother bore thee. 


[Fights 2 bis Sword, and run; on Caftalio's. 


POLYDORE, 
Now my Caſtalio is again my Friend. 
_CASTALI1IO. 
What have I done my Sword is in thy Breaſt. 
POLYDORE. 
80 Laduld have it be, cho Ded of Men, 
Thou kindeſt Brother, and chow trueſt Friend. 
CISITALTO. 


Ye Gods, we're taught, that all your Works are Juſtice ; 


You're ptint2d merciful, and Friends to Innocence: 
If fo, then why theſe Plagues upon my Head ? 
POLYDORE. 
Blame dot the Heav'ns ; here lies thy Fate, « 
They re not the Gods, De 
I've ſtain'd thy Bed, thy ſpotleſs Marriage Joys 
Have been polluted by thy Brother's Luſt, 
CASTALIO. 
By mee 
POLYDORE. 
| | By me; lat Night the horrid Deed | 
Was done; when all things flept but Rage and Inceſt. 
| CAST ALIO. 
Now, where's Monimia ? Oh ! 
Eater Mon1wmia. 


| MONIMI 4. 
Tan here, who calls me? 


Sweet as the Shepherd's Pipe the Mountains, 
When all his lixtle Flock's 4 before him. 


Methought I heard a Voice 


O%... 14 _ 
CCC IRE 


7 


O let me charge thee by th eternal Juſtice, 
Hurt not her tender Life ! 
; 64574410. 'S 
Not kill her? Rack me, 
Ye Powers above, with all your choiceſt Terments,. 
Horror of Mind, and Pains yet uninvented, _ 
If I not praftiſe Cruelty upon her. 
And treat Revenge ſome way yet never known. 
MONIMIA. 
That Task myſelf have finiſh'd, I ſhall die 
Before we part; |'ve drank a healing Draug/ht 
For all my Cares, and never more ſhall wrong thee. 
POLYDORE. 
Oh, the is innocent. 8 
| CASTALIO. | 
Tell me that Story, 
And thou wilt make a Wesch of me indeed. ,- 
POLYDORE. | 


made, ung 0 think 


Hearing the Appoi 
Thou badft me in ſccefeful Love, 


5 anti VE # $6 S* 2 
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Thou faireſt, good!'eft Frame the Gods Cer made, 

Or ever human Eyes, and Hearts ador'd ! 

Ive murder'd too my Brother. 

Why would®t thou ftvdy ways to damn me further, 

And force the Sin of Parricide upon me ? 
POLYDORE. 

"Twas my own Fault, and thou art innocent ; 

Forgive the barbarous Treſpaſs of my Tongde, 
"Twas a hard Videos I rondi thine 0y' 
With Love of thee, ev'n when I us'd thee worſt ; 
Nay, at each Word that my Diſtraftion utter d, | 
My Heart recoil'd, and twas half Death to fpeak em- 
MONIMIAZ. 

Now, my Caftalio, the moſt dear of Men, 

Wilt thou receive Pollution to thy Boſom, 
And cloſe the Eyes of one that has betray'd thee? 

CAST ALIO: 

Ob Pm th' unhappy Wretch, whoſe curſed Fate 
Has weigh'd thee down into Deſtruction with him; 
Why then thus kind to me? 

MONIMIA. 

When I'm. laid low in the Grave, and quite forgotten, 
May'ſt thou be happy in a fairer Bride; 
But none can ever love thee like Monimia. 
When I am dead, as preſently I ſhall be, 
(For the grim Tyrant graſps my Heart already) 
Speak well of me: and if thou find ill Tongues 
Too buſy with my Fame, don't hear me wrong'd ; 
"Twill bea noble Juſtice to the 
Of a poor Wretch once honouar'd with thy Love. 

How m Head ſwims! Tie very dark. 
x | 9477779 e eee 

If I ſurvive thee! what a was that | 


Thank Heav'n I go-prepar'd againſt that Curſe. 


eh” oC 4 
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Err ChanorT, diſarn'd, and fein'd by Acarro — 
Servants. 


| CHAMONT. 
Gape Hell, and ſwallow me to quick Damnation, 
If 1 forgive your Houſe, if F not live 


An ” Flogue to thes,. Apt 
2 Y'have overpower'd me now, 

Bet hen on. nar 5 ITO, 
My Sifter, my Moaimia / Breathleſs | now, 

' Ye Pow'rs above, if ye have Juſtice, firike, 

Strike Bolts thro' me, and de the curſt Ce. 


4048 0. 
My Polydere. 
+ POLYDORE. 


Who calls ? 
ACASTO. 
How cam ft thou wounded ? 
CASTALIO. 
r 
And leave me to my Sorrows. 4 
CHAMONT. 
By the Love 

I bore her living, I will ne'er ſorſake her, a. 7 
. But here remain till my Heart burſt with ſobbing. 
CAST ALIO, © 
1 Vaniſh I charge thee, r [Draws « Dagger. 
1 | CHAMONT. 
That would be Kindneſs, and againſt thy Nature. 
ACASTO. | 
What means Cafalio * Sure thou wilt not pull 

More Sorrows on thy aged Father's Head. 
Tell me, 1 1 
POLYDORE. 
That muſt be my Tak; 
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But tis too long ſor one in Pain to tell; 
You'll in my Cloſet find the Story written 
Of all our Woes. Caftalio's Innocent, 
And ſo's Monimia, only I'm to blame: 3 

CAST ALTO. 

Thou unkind Chamont, 
Unjuſtly haſt me with thy Hate, | 
222 R 
Now if thou wilt embrace a noble Vengeance, 
R 

uy CHAMONT. 

What? 


CAST ALIO. 
rd thyſelf, 

ATi, and the Hour that gave thee Birth; 
Confuſion and Diſorder ſeize the World, 
To ſpoil all Truſt and Converſe amongſt Men; 
Twixt Families engender endleſs Feuds, 
In Countries needleſs Fears, in Cities Factions, 
In States Rebellion, and in Churches Schiſm : 
Til all move the Courſe of Nature; 
Til Form's diffoly'd, the Chain of Cauſes broken, 
And the Originals of Being loſt. 


ACASTO. 
. 451741100. 
Patience! preach it to the Winds, 
To roaring Seas, or raging Fires; the Knaves 
e when ye believe em. 
Strip me of all the common needs of Life, 
Scald me with Leptofy, let Friends forſake me, 
Ful bear it all; but curſt to the Degree 
That I am now, tis this niuſt give me Patience: 
Thus I find Reft, oa ara. had 
[Stabs himſelf. 
| POLT- 
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POLYDORE. wi” i} 


ad as 
I come. 1 
een non Par heal his Griefs; 3 
falati inte the Arms of a Servait.. 
For I perceive £45 2 
And for Menimia's ſake, whom thou wilt find 
I never wrong'd, be kind to poor Serine. 
Now all I beg, is, lay me in one Grave 
Thus with my Love. Farewel, rhe ES ITY 


Caftalie Oh! 


[Die. 
CAHA MONT. 

Take care of good Acaffe, whillt I go. Ty 
To ſearch the Means by which the Fates have plagu'd us 


Tis thus that Heav'n its Empire does maint 
Ic may aflitt, but Man muſt not complain. [| Exeuat emacs» 


171 
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OUFE /cen one Orphan ruin'd bere, awd 7 
May be the next, if old Acafto die: _. 
Should it prove Jo, I'd fain amengff you find, 
Whe "tis would to the Fatbe life be hind. 
Do whoſe Protection might I ſafely go? 
| 4s there among, you no Good-nature ? Ne. 
What fhould I do? fhould I the Godly ſcel, 
Ad ge a Conventicling twice a Week ? | 
Quit the lewd Stage, and its prophane Pollution; & 
Mid tach Form and Saint-like Inflitution, : 
So draw the Brethren all to Contribution ? 
Or fball I {as I gue/s the Poet may 
Within theſe three Days) fairly run away ? 
Mo, to ſome City-Lodgings Ill retire, 
Seem very grave, and Privacy defire : 
Till I am thought ſome Heire/; rich in Landi, 
Fled to e/cape a cruel Guardian's Hands; 
Which may produce a Story worth the telling 
Of the next Spark: that go a Fortune-flealing. 
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: 88 HEN firſt it enter'd into my 
| © Thoughts to make this Preſent 
co Your Lordſhip, I receiv'd not 
only Encouragement, but Plea- 
ſure; ſince upon due Examination 
of my Self, I found it was not a bare Preſump- 
tion, but my Duty to the Remembrance of 
many extraordinary Favours which I have 
receiv'd at your Hands. 

For heretofore having had the * — 
to be near You, and bred under the ſame 
Diſcipline with You, I cannot but own, 


D E DIC AT ION. 
that in a great Meaſure I owe the ſmall 
Share of Letters I have to your Lordſhip. 
For Your Lordſhip's Example taught me 
to be aſham'd of Idleneſs; and I firſt grew 
in love with Books, and learn'd to value 
them, by the wonderful Progreſs which 
even in Your tender Years You made in 
them; ſo that Learning and Improvement 
grew daily more and more lovely in wy 
Eyes, as they ſhone in You. 

Your Lordſhip has an extraordinary Rea- 
ſon to be a Patron of Poetry, for Your 
great Father lov'd it. May Your Lord- 
ſhip's Fame and Employments grow as 
great or greater than his were; and may 
Your Virtues find a Poet to record them, 
equal (if poſſible) to that great Genius 
which ſung of him. 

My ſlender humble Talent muſt not hope 
for it; for You have a Judgment which I 
muſt always ſubmit to, to a general Good- 
neſs which I never (to its worth) can va- 
lue: And who can praiſe that well which 


he knows not how to comprehend? 
Already the Eyes and Expectations of 


Men of the beſt Judgment are fix'd upon 
Lou: 


Mr. Waller. 


| DEDICATION. 
You: For whereſoever You come, You 
have their Attention when preſent, and 
their Praiſe when You are gone: And I am 
ſure (if I obtain but your Lordſhip's Par- 
don) 1 ſhall have the Congratulation of all 
my Friends, for having taken this Oppor- 
tunity to expreſs myſelf, 


Tow Leraſbip 


moſt bumble Servant, 


Tuo. OTwap 
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Spoken by Mr. BETTE RTO. 


N Ages paſt, (when will thoſe times renew? } 
When Empires flouriſp d, ſo did Poets too. 

When great Auguſtus the World"; Empire held. 
Horace and Ovid's kappy Verſe excelÞ d. | 
Ovid's et Genius, and his tender Arts 
Of moving Nature, melted hardeft Hearts. 
It did th' Imperial Beauty, Julia, move 
To liflen to the Language of his Love. 
Her later honour'd him: And on her Breaft, 
With raviſh'd Senſe in her Embraces preſt, 


He lay tranſported, fancy-full and bleft. 


 Horace's lofty Genius Bolalier rear'd 


( 


2.4 from the Crop of his luxuriant Pen 


His manly Head, and through all Nature fleer'd; 

Her richeft Pleaſures in his Verſe refin'd, , 
And wrought 'em to the Reliſh of the Mind. 55 
He laſb d, with a true Poet's fearleſs Rage, 

The Villanies and Follies of the Age. 

Therefore Mecænas, that great Faw rite, rair'd. 

Him high, and by him was he highly prais'd. 
Our Shakeſpear wurote toe in an Age as big, 
The happieſt Poet of his Time, and beſt; 

A gracious Prince's Fawour chear'd bis Maſe, 
A cenſlant Faveur be nc er fear'd to laſe. 
Therefore he wrote with Fancy unconfin d, 
And Thoughts that were Immortal as hi: Mind. 


E'er fince ſucceeding Pocts bumbly glean, 


® 


A R 


PROLOGUE 


| Though much the meft unwarthy of the Threng, 
Our this Day's Poet fears bes done bim sure. 
Like greedy Beggars that fleals Slant away, 
You'll find b' bas ri bim of balf « Play. 
Aids bis bajer Dreſi you Ul fee it ſhine | 
Mañ beautiful, amazing and Divine. / 
To jach low Shifts, of late are Poets «worn, 
Whilft wwe both Wit's and Cæſar / abſence mourn. 
Ob! when will He and Poetry return ? 

Midi ſhining Bares and a Courthy Pit, 

The Lord of Hearts, and Proefident of Wit ? 

I bes that be Day (quick may it come) appear, 
His Cares once dani d, and bit Natien'; Feart, 
The jeyfil Muſes on thiir Hills ſhall fing 
Triumphant Songs of Britain's happy King. 
, 
And all things like the Engliſh Beauty fmile. 
You, Critichs, Shall forget your Natural Syte, 
And Poets with unbounded Fancy write. 
Ev this Day's Poet ſhall be alter'd quite : 
His Thoughts mere leftily and freely flow ; 
And he himſelf, wwhilft you bis Verſe allow, 
A. much tranſported as bt; humble now. 
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Caius MARIUS. 


ACT I SCENE. 1 


Within.) Liberty! Liberty! Maria: and Salpitia, 
Liberty! Liberty! Liberty! .. 


Enter Mz TEzLLUs, ANTONTUS, cin, and 
y SENATORS. 


METELLUS. | 

2 HEN will the Tur lar Gods of Rome awake, | 
To fix the Order of our wayward State, 

Py That we may once more knoweach other; know 


1 


Ought firſt to govern, and who moſt obey ? 
It was not thus when Godlike Scipio held 
The Scale of Power; he who with temp'rate Poiſe 
Knew how to guide the People's Liberty 
In its full Bounds, — 


For be himſelf was ongmo—m | 
| CIN. 
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CEN A 
He was indeed 
A Noble born and ftill in Rome there are 
Moſt worthy Patrons of her ancient Honour. 
Such as are fit to fill the Seat of Pow'r, 
And awe this riotous unruly Rabble, 
That bear down all Authority before em 
Were we not ſold to Run. 
METELLUS. 
Cinna, there 
Thou'ſt hit my Mark: We are to Ruin fold; 
In all things fold ; Voices are fold in Rome : 
And yet we boaſt of Liberty. * Juſt Gods ! 
That Guardians of an Empire ſhould be choſen 
By the lewd Noiſe of a licentious Rout! my 
The ſturdieſt Drinker makes the ableft Stateſman. 
ANTONIUS. 
Would it not anger any true born Reman, 
To ſee the giddy Multitude together, | 
Never conſulting who tis beſt deſerves, 
But who feaſts higheſt to obtain their Suffrage * 
As 'tis not many Years ſince two great Men 
In Rome ſtood equal Candidates together, 
For high Command: In every Houſe was Riot. 
To-day the drunken Rabble reel'd to one ; 
To-morrow they were mad again for t other; 
Changing their Voices with their Entertainment: | 
And none could gueſs on whom the Choice would ſettle 5 
Till at the laſt a Sratagem was thought of. 
A mighty Veſſel of Falernian Wine 
Was brought into the Forum crown'd with Wreaths 
Of Ivy, ſacred to the Jolly God. 
The Monſter- people roar'd aloud for Joy: 
When fireight the Candidate himſeif appears 
In Fomp to the Preſent he had made em. 
The Fools all gap'd. Then when a while he had 
With a ſmooth Tale tickled their Aſſes Ears, | 


le 5 


Nor love kia 


Let ve ende and en Bl 
O Roman, here's the Thorn that 
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| He at both ends ppi his Butt, and go the Confulhip. | 


CINN LF. 
This Curſe we owe to Marie's Pride, 


That made him gra moſt baſely bride the People | 


For Conſul in the War againſt Jagariba : 
Where he went out, Marallus, your Lieutenant. 
And e all know. 
I never lov'd his rough untoward Nature, 
And wonder ſuch a Weed got growth in Rome. 
METELLUS. 
What ſays my Cizzna ? 

CINNA.' 

That I like not Marias, 


METELLUS. © 

There kee beter Genin poke 
Subject well. 
galls us all. 
Our haraſs'd State is crippled with the weight 
Of his Ambition: we're not ſaſe in Marius. 
Do I not know his Riſe, 8 
From what a wretched deſpicable Root 
His Greatneſs grew ? Gods ! that a Peaſant's Brat. 
Born in the outmoſt of Arpes, 
And fofter'd in a Corner, by Bribes, 


By Covetouſneſi, and all the hateful Means 


of working Pride, advance his little Fate 


So high, to vaunt it o'er the Lords of Reme “ 


ANTONIUS, 
Ambition, raging like a Demos in him, 
Diſtorts him to all ugly Forms, ſhe'as need to uſe: 
In his firſt ſtart of Fortune, O how vile 
Were his Endeavours and Submiffions then 
When ſuing to be choſen firſt Calli, 
He was by general 
And in the ſame Day ſhamefully return'd, - 
1 


! 


Vor. III. 5 me 


Vote repuls d, yet bore it: E . 
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Yet could he condeſcend at laſt to ask 
Yet this is he that has diſturb'd the World, 
Rome's Idol, and the Darling of her Wiſhes. | 
Ir. 
I muſt confeſs it burdens much my Age, 
To fee the Man I hate thus ride my Country : 
For, Romans, I have mighty Cauſe to hate him. 
I was the firſt (and I am well rewarded) | 
That lent my Hand to raiſe his feeble State. 
When firſt I made him Tribune by my Voice, 
I thought there might be ſomething in his Nature 
That promis'd well. His Parents were moſt honeſt, 
And ſerv'd my Father juſtly in their Truſt. 
Py as * — when I was Conſul, 
nd went agai into Africl, 
I took hirn with —— of my Lieutenants. 
"Twas there his Pride firſt ſhew'd itſelf in actions, 
| Oppreſs'd my Friends, and robb'd me of my Honour. 
The Story's famous. Baſe Ingratitude, 
Diflimulation, Cruelty, and Pride, 
In Manners, Ignorance, and all the Ills 
Of one baſe born, in Marius are join'd. 
METELLUS. 
Even Age can't heal the Rage of his Ambition 
Six times the Conſul's Office has he borne : 
How well, our preſent Diſcords beſt declare. 
Yet now again, when time has worn him low, 
Conſum d with Age, and by Diſeaſes prefs'd, 
He courts the People to be once more choſen, 
To lead the War againſt King Mithridates. 
ANTONIUS. 
For this each Day he riſes with the Sun, 
And in the Field of Mers appears in Arms, 


Excelling all our Yough in. warlike Exerciſe ; 


Ss ; 


ef Carvs Marius ng 
He rides and tilts, and when the Prize bens won, 
He brings it back with Triumph into Run, 
And there preſents it to the ſordid Rabble ;* 
Who ſhout to. Hear'n, and cry, Lee Maris, live. 
METELLUS. 

He ſhall not have it, by the Gods he ſhall not. 
There is a Reman, noble, juſt and valiant, 
| $:lla's his Name, ſprung from the ancient Stock 
Of the Cor alli, bred from Youth in War, 
Fluſh'd with Succeſs, and of a Spirit bold, 
And, more than all, hates Marias, fill has croſt 
His Pride, and clouded ew 'n his brighteſt Trium phs 
He's Conſul now. Then let ws all reſulve, 

And fix on him, to check this Havocker, 
That with his Kennel of the Rabble hunts 


Our Senate into Holes, and frights our Laws. 


op, CINN4. 
" | 

b 1 ALL. 
All for Sjlle. 
METELLUS. 


This Monſter Maria, who has ud me thus, 
Ev'n now would wed his Family with mine, 
And asks my Daughter for his hated Of ſpring. 
But, for my Wrongs, Lavinia ſhall be Hut, 
My eldeſt born ; and the beſt of all 
My Fortene I will e erIAG, to cruſh the Pride 
Of this baſe-born, hot - brain d, Plebeian 
ANTONTUS. | 
Now Rome's laſt Stake of Liberty is ſer, 
And muſt be puſh'd' for to the Teeth of Fortune. 
CINNA. 
1 n 
* would rather be Sah Slave, 
Tat furious ( La 


* 
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That mad wild Bull whom Marins lets looſe | 

On each occaſion when he'd make Name feel him, 

To toſs our Laws and Liberties i'th' Air, 
ANT ONIUS. 

That lawleſs Tribune then muſt be reduc'd, 
Unhing'd from off the Pow'r that holds him up, 
His Band of full fix hundred Remax Knights, 
All in their Youth, and pamper'd high with Riot, 
Which he his Guard againſt the Senate calls ; 
Tall wild young Men, and fit for glorious Miſchicfs. 

METELLUS. 

Fear ; let but Syl/2 once have Pow'r, 
And then ſee how like Day he'll break upon em, 
And ſcatter all thoſe Goblins of the Night, 
Confuſion's Night; where in the dark Diſorders 
Of a divided State, Men know not where 
Or how to walk, for fear they loſe their way, 

And ftumble upon Ruin. Mark the Race 

Of $Sylla's Life ; obſerve but what has paſt, 

How ſtill he'as borne a Face againſt this Marius, 

And kept an equal ſtretch with him for Glory. 
CINNA. 

He as in the Capitol an Image ſet 
Of Gold, in honour of his own „„ 
Wherein's deſcrib'd how the Numidian King 
Gave up Jugurtba Priſoner to Sylla, 
And all in ſpite of Marius. Oh now, 

If you are truly Reman Nobles, wake, 

Reſume your Rights, e. 
Courage, Nobility, and innate Honour, 

Juſtice unbiaſs d, the true Ramas Spirit, 
Preſence of Mind, and reſolute Performance 


Meet all in Sy//a. 
Let's all agree for Sylls. 


4 L 4. | | WE 4 
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CAIUS MARIUS. . 
There Rome's Demons go. 
Like Witches in ill Weather, in this Storm 
And Tempeſt of the State they meet in Corners, 
And urge Deſtruction : for this end 
They've rais'd their Imp, their dear Familiar 
To croſs my Way and ſtop my Tide of Glory. 
If I am Caias Marius, if I'm he | 
That brought T»gurthe chain'd in Triumph hither ; 
If 1 am he that led Rome's Armies out, | 
Spent all my Years in Toil and cruel War, 
mir OE CO InEy 
Till I brought ſettled Peace and 
Made her the Court and ws of do e 
mW uſe me thus ? 
MARIUS TJunier. 
Becauſe ſhe's rul'd 
By lazy Drones that feed on others Labours, 
And ben wich the Fralts they nover GNU the; 
Old gouty Senators of crude Minds and Brains, 
That always are fermenting Miſchief up, 
And ſtile their private Malice public 
GRANIUS. 
One diſcontented Villain leads a State 
To Madneſs. Theres that al wane of Markey 
And damn'd Sedition, Cinna, of a Life 
r nes WO Gods 
And to that curſed end he'd facrifice 
His Country's Honour, Liberty, or Peace : 
Nay, had he any, ev'n his very Gods. 
CAIUS MARIUS. 
H'as taken Roms even in the niceſt Minute, | 2 © 
And eaſily debauch'd her to his ends, 0 1! 
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For Fylla too, a Boy, a Woman's Play-thing, 
She has relinquiſh'd me, and ſlouts my Age. 
Conſtant ill Fortune wait upon her for't. 

And wreck her Fate as low as firſt I found it, 
When it lay ing like a hunted Prey, 

And hungry Ruin had-it in the Wind ; | 
When barbarous Nations, of a Race unknown, 
From undiſcover'd Northern Regions came, 

To lay her waſte, and fweep ber from the Earth ; 
Till 1, I Marins roſe, the Soul of all 
The hope ſh'had left, and with unwearied Toil, 
Dangers each Hour, and never-ſleeping Care, 
(A burden for-a'God) appos'd myſelf 
Twinat · her and Deſolation, gorg d the Maw 
Of Death with ſlaughter'd numbers of her Foes, 
Reſtor d her Peace, and made her Name renown'd, 
MARIUS ui. 

The Glory of that War muſt be remember d, 
When Rome, like her old Mother Trey, ſhall lie 
In Aſhes———Full three hundred thouſand Men, 
All Sons of Fortune, born and bred in Fields, 
Whoſe Trade was War, and Camps their Habitation, 
Hung like a Swarm of Miſchiefs on the Hills 
Of Har, and threatned Fate to Europe. 

GRANITUS.. 

They came in Tribes, -as if to take Poſſeſion, 
And feem'd a P whom the Hand of Fate 
Had ſcourg'd by Famine from a barren Land; 
Of Viſage-foul and ugly, pinch'd and chapp'd 
By bitter Froſts and Winter-Winds ; yet fierce 
As hungry Lions of the Deſart. 
Their Wives with Loads of Children at their Backs, 
Bold manly Hags, whom Shame | had long forſook, 
And vagrant living had inur'd to Ill, 
Follow'd in Troops like Furies. 

MARIUS uur. 
And all was done too when that Dolt Matollu- 
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Chunk like a Worm, and Sy/la frarce was heard of. 
CAIUS MARIUS. © 
That curſt Maler till has been wy Plague, 
And over ee 
Becauſe, like = tame Hawk, I ſcorn'd to By 
Juſt at his Quartres, and attend his Lure. 
Becauſe I grew too great for him in Wars, 
1 And ferv'd his Country well, he hates me. Twice 
; Have I already offer d him Alliance, 
F And ask u Lavinia, Marias, for thy Bed. 
| catch me when again I court him. 
Why ſigh'& thou, Boy ? Ai at th* unlucky Name 
Of that Lovinia, I have obſerv'd thee thus 
With thy Looks fix'd, as if thy Fate had ud thee. 


MARIUS Tune. 
did you name Levinia would h had ne'er 


Why 
Been born, or that Merelkes had not got her, 
CAIUS WARTUS. 


The Fav'rite Sy/la, h 
To blaſt thy Hopes and cloud thy Father's Glories. 
Conſider that, my Marias, and forget her. 

MARIUS Tunior. 
Forget 


her? Oh! hh 


Tomble him thenee, und mount it in ks lead. 
CAHIUS MARTUS. 


_ Oh! eee, 
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Sylla and Conſul ? ſet em far apart * 
As Eaſt from Weſt, ſor as they now are met, | 
It bodes Confuſion, Rome, to thee and thine. 
| GRANIUS. 
I'd rather ſee Rome but one funeral Pile, 
And all her People quitting her like Bees, 
Driven by Sulphur from their Hives ; | 
Much rather ſee her Senators in Chains - 
Drag d through the Streets to Death, and Slaves made Lord. 
Than ſee that vain preſumptuous Upflart's Pride 
Succeed to lead the Armies you have bred. 
; CAIUS MARIUS, 
"Tis ſuch a Wrong as even tortures Thought, 
That we who've been her Champion forty Years, 
Fought all her Battles with renown'd Succeſs, 
And never loſt her yet a Man in vain, 
Should, now her nobleſt Fortune is at Stake, 
And Mithridates' Sword is drawn, be thrown 
Aſide, like ſome old broken batter'd Shield: 
To ſee my Laurels wither as I ruſt; 
And all this manag'd by the curſed Craft, 
Petulant Envy, and malignant Spight 
Of that old barking Senate's Dog, Mete/lus. 
Strike me, juſt Gods, with Thunder to the Earth, 
Lay my gray Hairs low in the Cave of Death, 
Rather than live in Mem'ry of ſuch ſhame. 
-GRANIUS, 
Periſh Mete/lus firſt, and all his Race. 
CAIUS MARIUS. ©» 
| There ſpoke the Soul of Marius. By the Head 
Of owns, 
I hate him worſe than Famine or Diſeaſes. 
Periſh his Family, let inveterate Hate | 
Commence berween our Houſes from this Moment: 
meeting never let 'em Bloodleſs part. * 
Go, Granius, bid Sulpitius ſtraight be ready 
To meet me with his Guards upon the Forum. 


By 
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By all the Gods, Fl! chace this Demon out, 
That rages thus in Rome or let her Blood 
To that degree, till ſhe grow tame enough 
To tremble at the Rod of my Revenge. 
Why didſt not thou applaud me for the 
Take m'in thy Arms, and cheriſh my old Heart ? 
T had been a lucky Omen. Art thou dumb ? 
MARIUS Tuner. 

As dumb as ſolemn Sorrow ought to be, 
Could my Griefs ſpeak, the Tale would have no end- 
Muſt I refolve to hate Mtalla Race, 
Yet know Lawinia took her Being thence ? 
Lawinia ! Oh | there's Muſic in the Name 
That ſoſtning me to infant Tenderneſs, 
Makes my Heart ſpring like the firſt Leaps of Life. 

CAIUS MARIUS. 

1 Then thou art loft: If thou art Man and Reman, 

If thou haſt Virtue in ther, or canſt prize 
Thy Father's Honour, ſcom her like a Slave. 
ae rn Dama her : Ins) 
In Line of her bewitching Face, | 
There's « Referee ce Brood ſhe came of, 
I'd rather fee thee in a Brothel trapt, 
And baſely wedded to a Ruftian's Whore, 
Than thou ſhouldſt think to taint my generous Blood 
With the baſe Puddle of that o'er-fed Gown-rman. 


Loviaie Poona 
MARIUS — 
Yes, Lavinia : Is ſhe not _. 
As harmleſs as the Turtle of the Woods ? 
Fair as the Summer- of the Fields)??? 
As opening Flow'rs untainted yet with Winds, 4 
The Pride of Nature, and the Joy of Senſe? © 
Why firſt 1 
When from the Sacrifice we came F aol ek 
And as by her's our Chariot drove 
Theſe. were your Werde: * Morie, ais 
n. 3 That 


* 4 
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That muſt give to thee and Rome, 
Confirming in thy Arms my wiſh'd-for Peace 
With old Metellas, and break $ylla's Heart. 
CAIUS MARIUS. 


Then ſhe was 
MARIUS Junior. 
Oh ! 1 found ber o. 


' Tlookt and gaz'd, and never miſid my Heart, 


It fled fo pleaſingly away. But now 

My Soul is all Lu s, now ſhe's fixt 

Firm in my Heart by ſecret Vows made there, 
Th'indelible Record of faithful Love, 

You'd have me hate her. Can my Nature change ? 


That haughty Maſter of myſelf you'd have me: 


But as I am, the Slave of ſtrong Deſires, 


ee e- a re though I ſee 
The hopeleſs fate of my unhappy Love ; 
With Torment, — ho 
Chain'd-to the Floor, ftretch'd helpleſs on his Back, 
I look to Liberty, and break my Heart. 
; CAIUS MARIUS. 

Has the yet heard your Love, or granted hers ? 

MARIUS Yunior. 


If tend reſt Glances, Sighs and Blaſhes 
May be interpreted for Love in one 


So Young, ſo Fair, and Tanocent as ſhe, 
Our Souls can ne er be 

CAIUS MARIUS. 

No more, I'll have Lavinia nam'd no more. 

When next thou nam it her, let it be with Infamy. 
Tell me, ſh has whor'd or fled her Father's Houſe 
With CENTRIC x Lak 
And then ll ble& thee. 

MARIUS Fixiw, 


+ dank . * tk down, = 
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And find like me one wretched, if you can. 
No, Sir, I'll ſpeak that hateful Name no more, 
But be as curſt as you cn wiſh your Son. £ 


Zar SULPLITILIVOS. | 
«Ss CAIUS MARIJUS. q 
Oh Sulpitins ! 
Thou Darling of m'Ambition, art thou come ? 

What News ? | | 

SULPSITIUS. . 
I've left a Preſent at y 
The Head of « Maalhon a gone. tat. . 


| Young thing, that was in time t have been a Lord, 

But he's but Worm's Meat now. | 

CAIUS MARIUS. 

| My beſt Saſpirins, 
Thou always comfort t me. See here a Mra, 

Blood as well as Fortune; 


things 

Couldſt thou, when Honour 
SULPITIUS. + 5g #9 

How ? my young Son of War in Love ? with whom ? 

| MARIUS 

A Woman, 11 

| SULPITIUS. . 

If it be hopeleſs Love, uſe generous Means, 

And lay a kinder Beauty to the Wound, 

Take in a new Inſection to the Heart. 

And the rank Poiſon of the old will dio 
MARIUS er. 


A Plantane-Leaf is excellent for that. 
_.SULPITFIUS. 
For what ? | 
For broken 4 4 
"4244 WS Fs Ml Ipogt 1” 2 * | 6440 . 41 
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Sometimes ſhe hurries o'er a 
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e, 
Why ? art thou mad ? 


MARIUS TFunier. 
Not mad, but bound more than a Madman is, 


| Confin'd to Limits, kept without my Food, 


Whipt and tormented, —Pr'ythee do not wake me ; 
Let me dream 0n——— | 
| SULPITIUS. 

Oh ! the ſinall Queen of Fairies | 
Is buſy in his Brains; the Mad that comes 
Drawn by a little Team of ſmalleſt Atoms 
Over Mens Noſes as they lie aſleep, 
In a Chariot of an empty Hazel-nat, 
Made by a Joiner-Squirrel : in which State 
She gallops Night by Night through Lovers Brains ; 
And then how wickedly they dream, all know. 
Sometimes ſhe conrſes o'er N 
And then he dreams of eker, Neck, 


And then dreams he of cutting - 


Of Breaches, Ambuſcado's, temper'd Blades, 


Of good rich Winter-quarters, and falſe Muſters. 


Sometimes ſhe tweaks a Poet by the Ear, 


And then dreams he 

Of Panegyricks, flatt'ring Dedications, 

And mighty Preſents from the Lord knows who, 

But wakes as empty as he laid him down, 

She has been with Sy//a too, and he dreams now 

Of nothing but mn. 
"CAHTUE MARIUS. 

 ARattle! 
Give the fantaſtic giddy Boy a Rattle ; | 


The puling Fondling ſhould not wand a Play-thing, 
SULPITIUS. 


By all the Gods, he'll ſhake ic. | 
Was drawn» Force from c- here ts Roms 


3 
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As if he meant Diſtruction or Succeß: 
The Rabble too are drunk with him already - 
CAU MARIUS. 
Alarum all our Citizens to Arms 
That are my Friends. es 
And take Poſſeſſion of the Forum. To 
I Boy, behold my Face no more, 
ill thou'ſt done ſomething worthy of my Name. 
MARIUS or. j 
Firft periſh Rome, and all 1 moſt dear, 
Rather than let me feel my Father's Hate—— 
CAIUS MARIUS. 
Why, that's well fajd-— 
| COLEATITNE * 
1 My Troops we wether, 
All ready on the Forum : But the Heav'ns 
Play Tricks with us Our Enfigrs as they food 
Diſplay'd before our Troops, took Fire untouch d, 
And burnt to Tinder. 
Lys i 
Devouring em before the People's Eyes, 
A Noiſe of Trumpets rattling in the Air 
Was heard, and dreadful Cries of dying Men. 
CAFIUS MARIUS. 
It was the Roman Genius, that thus warns 
Me, her old Friend, not to let flip my Fate. ab 
Ambition ! Oh, Ambition! If I've done 
For thee things grant „ 
Foriake me f · r n ; 
P 
Let not a Hair of that Merelſnr "ſcape thee, 
Who'd ſtrip my of its moſt 
Tn —— 
various and uncertain Fortune hurt d, 
But to be d and alone ? 
Which only be can be who fill fpurs on 
A ſwift at laſt as when he fait begun. 


1 


—1 
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40 1 SCENE. 


Emer Mz Tz#LiLUS and Num ss. 


METELLUS. 

Cannot reſt to-night : IIl-boding Thoughts 

Have chas'd ſoft Sleep from my unſettled Brains. 
This ſeems Lawinia's Chamber, and ſhe up. 
Reſt too to-night has been a Stranger here. 
Lavinia! My Daughter, hos? Where art thou? 

NURSE. 

Now by my Maiden-head (at twelve Years old I had one) 
Come, what Lamb? What, Lady- bird? Gods forbid. 
Where's this Girl Lavinia ? 


Extir Lavinia. 
2 
How now? who calls? 
NURSE. 
Your Father, Child. 
| LAFINIA. 
I'm here. Your Lordſhip's Pleaſure. 
METELLUS. 


— aettrace Shcts ho Gpalls 
By the pale Light of the cold waning Moon ? 
LAFINIX. 

Alas! I could not fleep: In a fad Dream 
Methought I ſaw one Randing by my Bed, 
To wam me 1 ſhould have a care of Sleep, 
 NE#TEFLLUS. | 
f 2 . 
2 * o A 


r : 1 


* 
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LAFYINITA. | 
At which I roſe from my uncafy Pillows 
And to my Cloſet went, to pray the Gods 
Tuvert th' unlucky Omen. 
METELLU 
| "Twas well done. 
rr 
Something to my Lavinia. Yet 
2 Thou know'ft Lenne Age. 
NURSE. „ 
Faith, I know her Age to an Hour. 
METELLUS. 
She's bare ſixteen. | 


I'll lay fixteen of my Teeth of itz and yet no Diſpa- 
I bave but fx, ſhe's not Gixteen, How long 


is't now fince Maria triumph d laſt ! 
| METELLUS. 
No matter, Woman; what is that to thee? 
NURSE. 
Even or odd, of all Days in the Year, fince Murine 
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waddle all about: For juſt the Day before ſhe broke her 
| T 
was 2 merry Man) took up the Baggage. Ay, quo he, 
doſt thou fall upon thy Face? Thou Tür fall backward 
when thou haſt more Wit; wilt thou not, Yinny 
by my Fackins, the pretty Chit left Crying, 4 ſaid, 
Ay, l warrant an' I ſhould bve a thouſand Years, I ſhould 
R 
ty Fool, it ſtopt, and faid, y. 

METELLUS. 
Enough of this ; op thy impertinent Chat. 
„ 

Ves, my Lord: Vet I cannot chuſe but laugh, to think 
it ſhould leave crying, and ſay, Ay.—— And yet in 
Sadneſs it had a Bump on its Brow as big a Cockril's 
Stone, a pnrlous Knock, and it cry'd bitterly, Ay, quo" 
my Husbaud falit upon thy Face? thou wilt fall back- 
ward when thou com'ſt to Age, wilt thou not Vinny ? 
e 

 METELLUS. 


Well then nad} he wrote Biba Gare T men's. 
Might 1' but live to fee hee marry's once, 1 ſhould be 
happy. It finted, and ſaid, Ay— 
| METELLUS. 
| What think you then of © 4: 0mxade 
yn ere 4“ treat o. 

li 
1 5 @ thing I bene wet dreamt of yet. 
— NURSE. 

Thing ? the thing of Marriage? were I not thy Nurſe, 
I would fear thou n fack'd thy Wikdom. from thy 
Dante The thing? 8 
METELLUS. rt W 
e of i now en f nk 


to may, bewonky, of your Wiſhes... any ba. 


? and 


of Carus Manaus. 


Noble in Birth and Mind, the valiant Sy. 
NURSE. 


_ World—why, he's a Man of Wax. 
IIZ. 


Mongſt all its fad Infirmities, my Fears 
For thee are not the ſmalleſt. 


Therefore I've made Alliance with this Sylla, 
A high-born Lord, and of the nobleſt Hopes 


That Rome can boaſt, r ; 


So in the Winter of my Age to find 
Reſt from all worldly Cares, and kind rejoicing = 
In the warm Sunihine of thy Happineſs. 
LAYINTA. 
If Happineſs be ſeated in Content, 
Or that my being bleſs'd can make you fo, 
Let me implore it on my Knees. I am 


Your only Child, and flill, through all the Cours 


Of my paſt Life have been obedient too: 

And as you've ever been a loving Parent, 

And bred me up with watchful tender i Care, 

Which never coſt me hitherto a Tear; 

Name not that Sy/la any more, indeed 

1 cannot love him, 
En 


LAYINITA. _ + WER 
| Indeed I cannot. 
METELLUS.' 

Oh early Diſobedience ! by the Gods, 
Debauch'd already to her Sex's Folly, 
Perverſeneſs, and untoward head-ſftrong Will 

LAYINILA. 

Think me not fo ; I gladly ſhall ſubmit 


137 
They are for Hylla, 2 the gay, the handſome, 


A Man, young Lady, Lady, fuch a man as all the 


ry 
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To any ching; nay, muſt ſubmit to all: 
Yet think a little, or you fell my Peace. 
The Rites of Marriage are of mighty moment: 
And' ſhould you violate a thing ſo facred 
Into a lawful Rape, and load my Soul | 
With hateful Bonds, which never can grow eaſy, 
How miſerable am I like to be? | 
METELLUS. 
Has then fome'orhier ben up your Heart, 
And baniſh'd Duty as an Exile thence ? 
What ſenſual lewd Companion of the Night 
Have you been holding Converſation with, 
From open Windows at a Mid-night Hour, 
When your looſe Wiſhes would not let you | lleep? 
LAFINAA. 
IF I ſhould love, is that a Fault in one 
So young as I ? I cannot gueſs the Cauſe, 
| But when you firſt nam'd $//a for my Love, 
My Heart ſhrunk back as if you'd done it wrong ; 
If I did love, I'd tell you if I durit. 


 _ METELLUS. 
Hah! 
LAFINIS © 
Twas Marius, Sir, I nam'd, 
That Enemy to you and all your Houſe. 
"Twas an unlucky Omen that he firſt 
Demanded me in Marriage for his Son. 
Yet, Sir, believe me, I as ſoon could wed 
That Marius, whom I've cauſe to hate, as Sy/la. 
METEELUS. Ke 
No more; by all che Gods, 'ewill make me mad. 
That daily, nightly, hourly, every way 
My Care has been to make thy Fortune high ; 
And having now provided thee a Lord 
Of nobleſt Parentage, of fair Demeſns, 


Early in Fame, youthful, and well ally'd, 


ef Carus Manivs. 
In every thing as Thought could wiſh a Man, 
To have at laſt a wretched puling Fool, 
A whining Suckling, ignorant of her Good, 
To anſwer ['/] ne: wed, 1 cannet lvoe. | 
If thou art mine, reſolve upon Compliance, 
Or think no more to reſt beneath my Roofs. 
Go, try thy riſk in Fortunes barren Field, 
Graze, were thou wilt, bat think no more of me, 
rm thy 0 
LAFINITA. 
Will you then quite caſt of your poor L, 
And turn me like a Vagrant out of Doors, 
To wander up and down the Streets of Rear, 
beg my Bread with Sorrow ? Can I bear 
The proud and hard of a Slave, 
Fat with his Maſter's Plenty, when I wk 
A little Pity for my Wants ? 
Sha!l I endure the cold, wet, windy Night, 
To ſeck a Shelter under dropping Eves, 
A Porch my Bed, a Threſhold for my Pillow, 
Shiv'ring and farv'd for want of Warmth and Food, 
AF 
Muſt I at the uncharitable Gates | 
Of proud great Men implore Relief in vain ? 
MutT your pore Bhbdl bear all this, be 4 
Becauſe I am not Miſtreſs of my Heart, * 
Or cannot love according to your liking ? 
METELLUS. 
Art thou not Miſtreſs of thy Heart then? 
LAVTNITA. * 
j 


'Tis ven away. 
| gi METELLUS. 
To whom ? 
LAFINTA. 
I dare not tell. 


Boe Tl endeavour ſtrangely to forget him, 


g 
0 . 
* — 2. l „„ A 8 . 
r ̃è Q ⁵—— e % e ]— . re a 


Methought the Fury of your Words took place, 
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If you'll forget but Sula. 

- METELLUS. 

Thou doſt well. 
Conceal his Name if chou dit preſerve his Life: 
For if there be a Death in Rams that might 
Be bought, it ſhould not miſs him. From this Hour 
Curſt be thy Purpoſes, moſt curſt thy Love. 
And if thou marry'ft, in thy wedding Night 
May all the Curſes of an injur'd Parent 
Fall thick, and blaſt the Bleſſings of thy Bed. 

LAFYINITA 

What have you done? alas! Sir, as you ſpoke, 


Aud truck my Hear like Lighting, dead within me. 
Gone too? _ F [Exit Metelles. 


Ts there no Pity fitting in the Clouds 


That ſees iuto the Bottom of my Grief? 
Alas! that ever Hear'n ſhould pratiſe Stratagems 

Upon ſo ſoft a Subject as my ſelf! 

What fay'ſt thou? haſt thou not a Word of Joy ? 

Some Comfort, Nurſe, in this Extremity. 

NURSE. 

Marry: and there's but need on't: Ods my Life, this 
Dad of ours was an arrant Wag in his young Days for 
all this. Well, and what then? Marias is a Man, and 
ſo's Sy/la. Oh! but Marins s Lip! and then ll Noſe 
and-Forehead ! but then Marius Eye again, how 'twill 


ſparkcle, and twinkle, and rowl, and fleer? But to ſee Sy//a 


a Horſe-back ! but to ſee Marius walk or dance! ſuch a 
Leg, ſuch a Foot, ſuch a Shape, ſuch a Motion. Ah a— 
Well, Mayer bo th oem, wat be the Man, and hall be 
the Man. 


LAYINITA. 
He's by his Father's Nature rough and fierce, 


And knows not yet the Follies of my Love: 
And when he does, perhaps * 


NURSE. 


He 
. Bs 
W 
i 
M 
ſh; 
th 
th 


renn Rs 


u 

as gentle as a Lamb. 

What? a Father's an 

will take care. Ate 

Man! there's a great 

ſhalt have a young 

theſe fixteen Years, n 

thee ſurely. Oh! Ay— young Man! 
LAFYINITA. 

Now, pr'ythee leave me to myſelf a while. ¶ Exit Nurſe. 
'Tis hardly yet within two Hours of Day. 
hee 
The Queen of Night 


13 Shines fair with all her Virgia-flars about hen 


Not ene amongf: them all a Friend t me; 

Yet by their Light a while I'll guide my Steps: 

And chink what Courſe my wretched State muſt take. 
Oh, Marins!“ [Exit Lavinia. 


SCENE IL 4 waled Garden — 
Metellus's Houſe. 


Enter Manivus Janie, 


i MARIUS 
How vainly have L ſpent this idle Night! 
Even Wine can't heal the Ragings of my Love: 

This fure ſhould be the of Lavinia; 
For is ſock Gone RIS: 

Can I go forward when my Heart is here? 

Turn back, Gull Barth, and fas iy Canes ous, | 
[ Enters the Garden. 


Emer GaAs and $ULyITIVs. 


GRANIUS. 


mr 7 


[ 
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SUE PITIUS. 
Perhaps he's wiſe and gravely gone to Bed. 
There's not ſo weak a Drunkard as a Lover; 
Qus.Bouls to-kis Lacyis. Health quite addlcs him. 
FRA GRANTIUS. | 
He ran this way, and leapꝰd this Orchard-wall. 
Call, good Capicins. 
SULPITIVUS. 
Nay, TU conjure too. 


Why, Marius ! Hamours! Paſſion! Mad-man ! Lover! 


Appear thou in the likeneſs of a Sigh. 
Speak but one Word, and I am fatisfy'd. 
He hears not, neither ftirs he yet. Nay then 
eee s Eyes, 
By her high Forehead, and her Scarlet Lip, 
By her fine Foot, ſtrait Leg, and quivering Thigh, 
Ard the Demeſus that there adjacent lie, 
That in thy likeneſs thou appear to us. 
GRANIVUS. 
Hold,” good Su/pitizs, this will anger him 
SULPITIUS. 
This cannot him, Twould anger him 
To raiſe a Spirit in his Lady's Arms, 
Till ſhe had laid and charm'd it down again. 
GRANIUS. 
1 ; he has hid himſelf among theſe Trees, 
To die his melancholic Mind in Night: 
Blind in his Love, and beſt befits the Dark. | 
r 
Pox o'this Love, this little ſcarecrow Love, 
That frights Fools with his painted Bow of Lath 
Our of their feeble Senſe. 
 GRANIUS. 
Stop there's leave, the SahjeA and its Slave; 
Or burn Merollu Hapfe, abaut his Ears. 
SUALPITIUS, 


This Morning Sylla means to enter Rome : 


: Your 
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vour Father too demands the Conſalſhip. 
Yet now when be ſhou'd think of cutting Throat, 
Your Brother's loſt; loſt in a maze of Love, 
I'd rather truſt my Fortunes with a Daw, 
That hops at every Butterfly he ſees, 
Than have to do in Honour with a Man » 
That ſells his Virtue for a Woman's Smiles, [n. 
Enter Manivs Junior is the Gardens, 
MARIUS Junior. 
| He laughs at Wounds that never felt their ſmart. 
| What Light is that which breaks thro* yonder Shade ? 
[Lavinia i» the Balcony. 
- Oh! 'tis my Love. . 3 


She ſeems to hang upon the Cheek of Night, 
Fairer than now upon the Raven's Back, 
Or a rich Jewel in an Erhiep's Ear. 
Were ſhe in yonder Sphere, ſhe'd ſhine fo bright, 
That Birds would fing, and think the Day were breaking. 
| LAYINITA. 
Ah me! 


MARTU 8 Junior. 
She \; 


Oh! 2 bright Angel; for thou 
As glorious to this Night, as Sun at Noon 
To the admiring Eyes of gazing Mortals, 
And ſails upon the Boſom of the Air. 
LAVINTA. 
O Marin, Marias wherefore art thou Maris: 
Deny thy Family, renounce thy. Name: 
Or if thou will not, be but {worn my Love, 
And I'll no longer call Merallas Parent. 
MARIUS Juni. 
Shall I hear this, and yet keop filence ? 


LAY 
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LAFY/INITA. | 


"Tis but thy Name that is my Enemy. 
Thou wouldf be till thyſelf, tho not a Marins, 
Belov'd of me, and charming as thou art. 
What's in a Name ? that which we call a Roſe, 
Zy any other Name wou'd ſmell as ſweet. 
So Marius, were he not Maris: call'd, 
Be ftill as dear to my deſiring Eyes, 
Without that Title. Marius, loſe thy Name, 
And for that Name, which is no part of rhee, 
Take all Lavinia. 
| MARIUS Tuniecr. 
858 At thy Word I take thee, 
Call me but thine, and Joys will fo tranſport me, 
I ſhall forget myſelf, and quite be chang d. 
 CLAFINIA. 
Who art thou, that thus hid and veil'd in Night, 
Hlaſt overheard my Follies? 25 
MARIUS Junior. 
| By a Name 
I know not how to tell thee who I am. 
My Name, dear Creature's hateful to myſelf: 
Becauſe it is an Enemy to thee. 


LAFYINIA. 
Marius? how cam'ſt thou hither? tell, and why? 
The Orchard-walls are high, and hard to climb, 
| Abs the peace Ik conſidering who thou art, 
If any of our Family here find thee. 
By whoſe Directions didſt thou find this place? 
| MARIUS TFunio. | 
By Love, that firſt did prompt me to enquire. 
He lent me Counſel, and I lent him Eyes. 
I am no Pilot; yet wert thou as far 
As the vaſt Shore waſh'd by the fartheſt Sea, 
I'd hazard Ruin for a Prize ſo dear—— 


1471 


of Catflos Manrvus. wy 2 7 
CAFINTA. 19 
Oh Maria: / vain are all foack Hopes and Wiſhes. 
The Hand of Heav 'n has thrown a Bar between us, | | 
And | te VAI 
To-aight my Petter los Gator,” 
And when I urg'd him for the Right of Love, 
He threaten'd me to baniſh me his Float, 
Naked and thiftleſs to'the World. Would thov, 
Mariae, receive u Beggar wo ty Bolom? 
MARIUS 
Oh! were my joys but fit upon that Poine, 
1d then ſhake Hands with Force and be Friends ; 


»*% 


« |} 


Thus graſp my Happineſi, embrace it thus, 
4nd ble ſ ch ill turn that gave ther tn my Arms. 
11744 | 


Thou known the Mask of Night is 2 1.2 
Elſe ſhould I bluſh for what thou'f heard me 
Fain would 1 dwell on Form ; fain, fain deny 
The things I've faid ; but farewel all ſuch Follies. 
Dod thou then love ? I know thou'lt fay thou do, 
And I muſt take thy Word, tho? thou prove falſe. ,_ * 

MARIUS 
By you bright Chains Brow tae Kits aharg. 
LAFYINIA. 0 
| Oh! ſwear not by the Moon, dh inconflatt Moon, * 
, That changes monthly, and ſhines but by Seaſons, 
nen 


What ſhall I fear UL £46 #: "L108 | 
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MARIUS ier. 
 Witmeſs all ye Powers. 
_4AFINILA. 

Nay, do not fer; although my Joy be great, 
I'm hardly fatisfy'd with this Night's Contract: 
It ſeems too raſh, too unadvis d and ſudden, 
Too like the Lightning, which doth ceaſe to be 
. Therefore this time 
n ty one Howe 
Bring us to crown our M 
Why wilt thou leave we ſo uniatisf 2 
| LATIN 

What wouldſt thou have? 

MARIUS Junior. 
Th' Exchange of Love for mine. 
LAYINIA. 4 

] gave thee mine before thou didſt requeſt it; x 
And yet I wiſh I could retrieve it back. 
| . MARIUS FJanier. 


Why? 
LAYINTITA. 
But to be frank, and give it thee again. 
My Bounty is as boundleſs as the Sea, 
| My Love as deep: the more I give to thee, 
Thd mou I hauy's for both are infinite. 
T hear a Noiſe within. Farewel, my Mariu; 


Or ſtay a little, and I'll come again. 
n Junior. 


Stay ! fare ever 
LAYINITA. 
Three Words, and, Marins, then Good-night indeed. 


nee 
Thy ſend me Word to-morrow, 
And all my Part 3 ut thy Feet Tn lay. 
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 BAFINITA. 
I come. anon. 1 
1 do beleech — 4 
NURSE — 
LIV 
By ad by; TW 
To ceaſe thy Suit, and leave tomy Grief, 
fend —m—— 


[Exits 
| MARIUS Janitor. 
So thrive my Soul. Is not all this a Dream, 


Too —_— ſvcet and flattering to be true ? 
Re-enter 


4 Lavinia 
LEE 7 42 4-7 
His, Sms Oh for a Falkner's Voice, 
To lure this Taſſel gentle back again. 


 Reftraint has Fears, and may not {peak aloud ; 


Elſe would I tear the Cave where Echo lics, 


Wich repetition of my Marius. 


MARIUS Tunir. 
It is my Love that calls me back again. 


| How ſiveetly Lovers Voices found by Night! 


Like ſofteſt Moſic to attending Ears. 
LIN 


MARIUS uu. 
Dei. ; F | | 
LAPINTA 
; oO DI 
Shall 1 ſend to thee? © © © © 


Are Take 
Ache oor of ale. 
DE e 
I will not fail: N Tome Ol di * 


Madan. 


I have forgot why I did call thee back. 


MARIUS 
Let me here ſtay till thou remember'f why. 
: 


1477. 


- 


* 


LAVYVINVI4 
The Moraing's breaking; 1 would have thee gone; 
And yet no farther than a Wanton's Bird, 
That lets it hop a little from her 
To pl ib Fey wk ., 
Would I were thine. ol bro 4 
| rf if 97233 © 1} | 
vet 1 kin P e r. TY 
MARTUS er 
Then for Pin in parting 


That I could hang for ever on thy Arms, 


And look away my Life into thy Ey ones | . 
LAVINIG. 1 en lee 
To-morrow will come. as 
MARIUS Junior. Pa 
So it will. Good-night. | | 


Hear be hy Or, af ll is lee wake N 
| ee. Lavinia. 


To-morrow! tis no longer: but Deſires 
Are ſwift, and longing Love wov'd laviſh time. 2 
To- morrow ! Oh to-morrow ! till that come, 
The tedious Hours move heavily away, 

And each long Minute ſeems a lazy Day. | 
Already Light is mounted in the Air, 

Striking itſelf thro every Element. 

Our Party will by this time be abroad, _ 

Totry the Fate of Marius and Rome. _ 
Love and Renown ſure court me thus together. 

ls Res. + ee 
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SCENE MI. The Foun. 


| Enter four CIT. 
f 4 CITIZEN. 
1 | Well, Neighbours, nor- we are here, what muſt we do ? 
3 -, » CITIZEN. 
Why, you muſt give your Vote for Caizs Mariar 


to be Conſul : And if any Body ſpeaks againſt you knock 
'em down. 
2 CITIZ IN. 


3 CITIZEN. 
what's this Cy! this Syilea? I've 
3 heard great Talk of him.-—-He's a damnuble fighting 
Fellow they ſay; but hang him ben Lr. 
| 1CITIZEN. 
Ay, fo he is, Neighbours: And.5 know net why any: 
one ſhould be a more than another. I care not for 
a Lord What good do they do? nothing but run in our 
Debts, and lie with our Wiver—— '- 
CITIZEN. © 
Why, there's a now.. I have three Boys at 
Home, no more mine than Raus mine. They arc all 
fair curl d- hair Cupids ; and I'm an honeſt, black, tauny, 
Kettle-fac'd Fellow.———T ha no Lord 
[Drums and Trumpets, 
1 CITIZEN. 
Hark! hark! Drums and Trumpets ! Drums and 
Trompets ! they are coming. Be you ſure you roar out. 
for a Mariz: and do as much Miſchief as you can, —— 


G3 
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Enter Caius Marius and bis Sexe; Manivus borne 
upen the Shoulders f baue Roman Slaver; Sukririvs 

at the bead of the Guards. [Trumpets. 
 SOCIFITFOS* 

Harken, ye Men of Rome: I; I, Sulpitivs, 

Your. Tribune and Protector of your Freedom. 

By Virtue of that Office here have call'd you 

To chuſe a Conſul. Metbridates King 

Of Pontus has begun a War upon us, 

Invaded our Allies, our Edicts violated, 

And threatens Rome itſelE Whom will you chuſe 

E | 


Marin, ot Pe 
* All CITIZENS. 


A Marin: / « Mart | 's Sikvitee! e 
c 4105 MARIUS. | 
Coun 


try-mer!, 
And Fellow Citizens, my Brethren all, 
Or, if it may be thought a dearer Name, 
My Sons, my Children, Glory of my Age; 
come not hither arm d to force your Suffrage, 
As Sylla does to enter Rome with Power, 
As if he ment » Triemph orb Crnnnry. 
I have not made a Party in the Senate, 
To bring into Slavery, or load 
Your Necks with the hard Yoke of Lordly Power. 
Tam no Noble, but a free born Man, 
A Citizen of Rome, as all you are, 
A Lover of your Liberties, and Laws, 
Your Rights and Privileges. Witneſs here 
Theſe Wounds, which in your Service I have got, 
And beſt plead for me 
 _MCITIZENS. 
Marius ! Marius Marius! No Sylla / no Hl / no 


Ola? 
SULPITIUS. 
No more remains, moſt honourable _ 


of Carus ManiusS 133 
Liftors, bring your Rods | F 

Ates and F and preſent em here. | 
Hail Cains Marius, Conſal of the War. 


Trumpet, Zu Miro, 3 28 
QuinTus PoMPELV 5, bis Son, c. Guards, 


METELLUS. 


CITIZENS. MI. 
No Marias “ no” Marine / „ 2468] 
 METELEUS. 
Ruintus Pempeius, in the Senate's Name, 
, POMPEIUS. 
3 r 
Liberty of Rene, and hear thy Sentence. "| _ 
Now, by the Gods, E , of „ 
Worthy my Fate. r 


Deſcend then, 
And 
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To pull its lawful Conſul from his Seat b K 
Unjudg d, ind brand kim with Ur ank of Traker'? 
Draw all your Swords, all ycu that are my Friends. 
Sulpitius, damn the Rabble, let em fall 
Like common Droſs, with that well ſpoken Fool, 
That popular Clack ; or let us ſell our Fates 
So dear, that Rome may ficken with our Fall. 

By C7647 7 + 78 
No Marius no Marius] Down with him, down with 


him 
SULPITIUS. 
Ha! What art thou ? 
.V PQMLE LUSs Sor. 
"Hg 3.43 The Conſul's Son. | i 
SULPITIUS, hh 
AWorm; _ 
A thin Skin fall. of Dirt; and thus I tread thee 
Into thy Mother Earth. VP Fey 
CAIUS MARIUS. | N 
Drag hence that Traitor. 
And bring me ſtraight his Head uren thy Dart. 
The Fate of Rome's begun. 11 
2. POMPEIUS. | 
Our Children murder d. 
Thei Seel bekes our Eyers Come all 
That love Pompeius, A 
Fall on. 


; Keri 
No Marius no Marius Liberty ! Liberty! Sc. 
[They fight, Marius Conguers. 
C4IUS MARIUS. 

Thanks for this Beginning, Gods, Theſe Slaves, 
Theſe wide-mouth'd Brutes, that bellow * 
Oh! how they ran before the land of Pow'r, 
for ſhelter into every Brake ! 


Like r fer hep they beak thei Hen, 


* 8 


Fey wanton Blood can ſmart. 
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When the Wolſ's out and ranging for his Prey. 
Sulpitins, thy Guards did noble Service. 


SULPITIUS. 
Oh! they are Fellows fit for you and I, 
Fit for the work of Power: ſay the word, 
Not one amongſt em all but what ſhall run, 
Take an old grum Senator by th' Beard, 
And ſhake his Head off from his ſhrinking Shoulders. 
CAU MARIUS. | 
$;!la, I hear, is at the Gates of Rome. 
Proclaim ſtraight Liberty to every Slave 
Horror, Confuſion, and inverted Order, | 
Vaſt Deſolation, Slaughter, Death and Ruin 
Muſt have their courſes, ere this Ferment ſettle. 
© Thas the great Jove above, who rules alone, 
* When Men forget, his God-like Pow'r to on. 
« Uſes no common Means, no common Ways, + 
But ſends forth Thuader, and the World obeys. 
1. 


AC rm] αοο EN E 


Enter 8 VT TI ros, Gasen and all te Guns 
SULPITIUS. © 

O M E never ſaw a Morning ſure like this : 

Now een 


BI 3 


+ 


Were I the Counſul, not a Head in Name, 


That had but Thoughts of e, ſhould land ſaſe. 


GAA 
r 
nr 10 


And all his Forces ready for Command. 


| Of Women ruins nobleſt Purpoſes. 
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Gathering a Flocie of hot-brain'd Fools 
Can op now Rebeliion, 'Til the Heads. 


Of all thoſe heav'nly-inſpir'd Knaves be cruſh'd, 
No Power can be ſaſeꝛa 
SULPITIUS. 
Much will this Day 


Determine; Sylla's' now before the Walls; 


Four thouſand Slaves have taken hold on Freedom, 
And come on Proclamation to our fide. 
GRANIUS. » 
Where ſhould: my Rother be? He came not home 


To- night. 
 SULPITIUS. 
Think of him as a Wretch that's dead, 
Stabb'd. with an Eye, run thro* the Brains with Love. 
GRANIUS. 
He talk'd of ſending Sy//a a Defiance. 
 SULPITIUS. 
_ Writ with a Pen made of a Cid Quill. 
PO. {bbs 
n — — IV. 
A moſt courageous Captain at a Congee; 
He fights by Meaſure, as your Artiſts fing, 


| Keeps Diſtance; Time, Proportion, reſts his Reſts, | 


One, two, and the third in your Guts. 


Oh! he's the very Butcher of a Button. 


GRANIUS. 
Would Tcou'd fee my Brother. That dama'd Love | 


SIS 
Thar Sex wa m in Mockery of us made. 


Ah pra dark Sem ber Bra, | 


Where 


e 
She'll make ſome Fool or other think ſhe's honeſt. 
You! Felder rn ee 5472 


I wonder he delays fo 


GRANIUS. 
He comes ; 
And with him too my Brother. 
SULPITIUS. 
Salute him all my Fellow-Soldiers. IL. 


Enter Cars Manrvs, niet Taxier. 
CAIUS MARIUS, 


This, _ 

——————— HH. NG Nw: 
He's done a thing moſt worthy of our Nan 
Sent a Dehance into Sylila's #5 1 
r ion there, 
In Vindication, of his Father's Cauſe, _ ©: * 


F ö 
3. 


Enrag'd rig oe ai 7: 7 72 
The City. At the G — 1 1 1 1 
He's poſted now, let's ſend him Hat C 24 
. oc root 
advance no farther, — . 


Ba 6 prong Necei ar fos Reme 
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Muſt bleed: And fince the Rabble now is ours, 
Keep the Fools Fot, preach Dangers in their Ears, 
Spread falſe Reports o'th' Senate, working up 
Their Madneſs to a Fury quick and defp'rate, 
Till they run beadlong into civil Diſcords, 
And do our Bufineſs R 
_ Granius, go thou, 
Send Word to 'Sylla that he lay down Arms, | 
And render up hi to Rome. 
MARIUS Ne. | 
Fhere's ſtill 
A » Wheat a Welk, a thoughtful Villain, 
Cinna, who'as rais'd his Fortune by the Jars 
_ Diſcords of his Country: like a Fly 
er Fleſh, he buzzes about itching Ears, 
Tilbbo has vented his Infection there, 
To feſler into Rancour and Sedition. . 
Would he were ſafe. 1 
CAIUS MARIUS. 
And ſafe he ſhall be: let him be proſerib d. 
The Fine upon his Head its Weight in Gold. 
Wou'd 1 cou'd buy Merellus's as cheap. 
1 have a tender Fooliſhneſs within me 
May ſometimes get the better of my 
Sulpitius, therefore keep me warm; ti 1 
My ebbing Fury with the thoughts of Sylla, 
Th' Senate, and Merellu- Pride; 
And let not any thing may make me dreadſul 
Be le ud Now to our Troops let's haſten, 
nn our Arms. 


[Ex. Caius Mar. and Granius. 


 SULPITIUS. 
ITE, N than whining Love ? 
Now thou again art Marius, Son of Arms, 
Thy Father's Honour, and thy Friend's Delight. 
+ | 3 f p 244 


3 
. * 1 
8 


Emer 


of Carys Mee, gy 
. Buter Non t awd Ciod 0. 


MARIUS u.. | 
| Sulpitins what comes here ; a Sail, Sa/pitixs 
| I,, cc 
| A tatter'd obe, and weather-beaten much, 
Many a boiſt'rous Storm has the been tofs'd in, 
And many a Pilot kept her to the Wind. 
NURSE 
Cledings, | 


Madam. | 
SULPITIUS. 
Madam! 1 
NURS A, | 
Muy Fan, Cue. 
SULPITIUS. 
y. good Clodius, to hide her Face. 
NURSE. 
Good-morrow, Gentlemen. | 
SULPITIUS. Os 
Good-eyen,, fair Gentlewoman. 3 iT 
NURSE. | 
Fair Gentlewoman ! Really tis very hot. 
SULPITIUS. 
Ze ieee 
FUSS... 
Marry coma. js nay , Wan commu? ; 
SULPITIUS. 
A Woman's Man, my Sybil: 


"MY 


in their Youth, and wanton o heir wildaefs, | 
Where I may chuſe the foremoſt of the Hend,. 5 
And bear her trembling to ome Bank, bedeck'd © . * 


1 The HISTORY and Fall 
And preſs her till ſhe thought herſelf more ble d 
Than / panting with the Joys of Jove. 
NURSE. 

Panting ?' Joys ? and No by my troth tis 
very pretty. But, can any of you tell where 
I may find young Mar 7 | 

| MARIUS nir. 

Ya, n 

SULPITIUS. 
Hah! by this Light, a Bawd. S0 ho! 
Come, let's away. I hate a Morning Bawd, 
That ftinks of laſt Night's Office [ Exit. Sulp. 
- NURSE. 
Pray, Sir, what ſawcy Fellows he that's gone ? 
MARIUS Tumor. 

A Gentleman, Nurſe, that loves to hear himſelf talk; 

and will ſpeak more in a Minute __k'] Jab 20 ip 2 


Month. 

NURSE. 

And he ſpeak any thing againſt me, I'll take kim down, 
/ an' he were luſtier than he is, and twenty ſuch Jack, 
or I'll find thoſe that ſhall. - aaa 
r 


MARIUS 
Marry'd ; this Da the bleſitd Deed was done. 
Wher the unhappy firſt took flame 


Betwixt my Father and the Senate ; then 8 

A holy Prietf of Himes, whom with Gold 

I brib'd to yield us privately his Office, 

Join d our kind Hands, and now ſhe's ever mine. 
NURSE. 

Well: "fore God, I am fo vex'd, that every part about 

me quivers.” But pray, Sir, a Word: and as | told you, my 

young Lady tate re fd you ous. What ſhe bade me lay, 

I'll keep to But firſt let me tell you, if you 

have lod i non l 

Gentewoman is young, and therefore if you ſhould deal _ 

wes 4 | doubly 
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_ doubly with her, though ven don't look like a Gentle- 
2 wou'd uſe double dealing with a A4 
MARIUS Finer. 
Commend me to thy Lady, I p 
NURSE. 

Good Heart, and F faith, I will tell her as much. 


Lord ! Lord ! ſhe will be a joyful Woman. 
MARIUS Funier. 

Bid her deviſe this to receive ; 
Me at ber Window: Here is ep f 
NURSE. ö 
No truly, Sir ; not a' Drache. 3 
MARIUS Tani. | 1 

Away ; I fay you ſhall. n ö 


3 
+ - (46 Be : P Oy 
PPP 
> 


NURSE. 
This Evening, fay you? well, he ſhall be there. 
MARIUS : 
And ſtay, kind Nurſe, the Garden-wall, - 


Widhia this Harun th inhothos thee, 

And bring thee Cords made like a Tackling-Ladder, 
Which to the bleſſed Manſion of my Joy 
Muſt be my Conduct in the ſecret Night. 
Farewel——be true, and I'll reward 
NURSE... 
Now Heav'ns bleſs thee. —_—Hark you, Sir. 
MARIUS 

My dym den, Nantes KX 


NURSE... 
Nothing, bat that my Midfreſs is the N 


Lord Lord! when 'twas a little prating 


— aidg 
*  MARIL 


r 
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ö "MARIUS ur. | 
Abtlin be Treth. | ; 4 
NURSE. | 
Well, when it was a little thing, and us'd to lie with 
me, it would ſo kick, io ſprawl, and fo play and : 
then I would tickic it, and then it would laugh, and then f 
it would play again, When it had tickling and playing 
enough, it would go to ſleep as gentle as a Lamb. I 
„ re 
Can I forget to live ? 
NURSE. 


Nay, but ſwear though. | 
MARIUS Nn 


By this Kiſs, which thou ſhalt carry to Lavinia, 
i. NR 8M; 
Oh! dear Sir, by no means. Indeed you ſhall not. 
I have been drinking Aqua uit. Oh ! thoſe Eyes of yours, 
MARIUS ur. 


Till Night farewel. 
NURSE. 


2 IU ay no more, but da, da, Come, 
Clodius. ! thoſe Ey . 8 
ſhe takes with her ofhcious Folly ? 


MARIUS Junior. 
What pains 
How happy is the Evening-tide of Life, 
When Phlegm has quench'd our Paſſions, Wr 
The feeble Remnent of our filly Days | 
In Follies, ſach as Dotage beſt is pleas'd with, 
Pree from the wounding and tormenting Cares 
That toſs the thoughtful, active, buſy Mind ? 
Though this Day be the deareſt of my Life ; 
There's ſomething havgs moſt-heavy on . 
And my Bran's ck with Dulnoks me 
1 . Caivs Mannes 1 
CA ese 
WIS: — 9 9 | 
This 


* 


Dicgrace me not : Im Ai 


of Catus Manrus 16 


With folded Arms and down-caſt Eyes he ſtands, 
The Marks and Emblem of a Woman's Fool. 45 
| MARIUS Junior. 

My Father. 


carus e 


And ſurely Marizs has ſmall - Forney | 

Would $ylla's Soul were thine, and thine were his, | 

That he, as thou haſt done, now Glory calls, * 
Might run for ſhelter to a Woman's Arms, ! 

And hide bim in ber Boſom like a Babe, 0 

MARIUS . L 

 CAIUS MARIUS: F WES 

Art thou not. 


MARIUS 7 —_ 
T ans 


2 2 5 
* * 8 6 is 
* : # 


To fach a U. a Fame ne'r alle of yer. 
mor poſe Lavinia Þ ' 1 
* 4s 1 M n vhs 
Let her fall, 1 Tl 


As I would all her Family and Name, „ el 
Forgotten that they einher eder gave © |. - 
Thy Father's Head Diſhonour, or thee Pain, 


MARIUS yu. 
'T was an unlucky Sestence. She's ſcarce more 
Mercllus Daughter now than Your's : our Hande 
Were by a Peſt this Morning join'd. May Hears | 
Avert th' ill Omen, and preſerve my Father, 
CHIU MARRED © iy wy pf 
Mary? ſay ruin'd, loſt and curſt. . 
MART 
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MARIUS dur. 
. You've.torn 
The Secret from me, and I wait. your Doom... 
CAIUS MARIUS. 
Go where I never more may hear thee nam'd ; 
Go fartheſt frony me, gen thee to Mall, 
Fall on thy. Knees, and henceforth call him Parent. 
I've yet one Son, that ſurely won'tforſake me: — 
Elſe in this Breaſt I ſhall have glorious Thoughts, 
That will at leaſt give Luſtre to my Ruin. 
ae ay once beſt-Hopes, now greateſt Shame. 
MARIUS 
_ Condemn me rather to the work of Deaths. 
Or fend me chain d to le like u Slave, 
Than baniſh me the of your Preſenco. 
I've thought, and bounded all my Wiſhes fo, 
| To dhe for you is Happineſs.enough; 
*Twould be too much Yenjoy, Linie too. 
„ CAIUS MARIUS. 
Again Lawizia ? 
| MARIUS Junior. 
Tes, this Coward Slave, 


brighteſt Beauty, raie'd 
expeQation of Delight, ; 

Eva in this Minute when Love prompts bis Heart 

And tells what mighty Pleaſures are preparing, 

Is Maſter of a Mind unfetter'd yet. 


CAIUS MARIUS. 
What canſt thou do? 


MARIUS Ar 
t I ſhould have gone, 


„ 
But by the theſe Eyes no more ſhall ſee her, 
Till I've done k that's above Reward, 
And you yourſelf preſent her to my Arms. 


And teen 


CA41US 


7 C Ar Mainryvs 16. 


"CHIUS nes. 
| Why dof thou talk- thus to me? 
ha "MARIUS Junior. 

Hark ! | * 
The Trumpets Bond, act Beknclio-ue kn | 
It ſeems as if our Guards wponthe Walls 
Were juſt engag'd, and ent ons „ 

The Gods have done me juſtice. 
CATUS MARIUS. 


Get these gone, 
Ales to my F 
Tho' maim'd and . and unfit for Wir. 


. MARIUS Ju. 
1'1 follbw) 


CAIUS MARIUS. 
Thou ſhall not. 1 


 MARTUS Toles 8 as 8 


How ? abe | 


ate, 


5top in Ki cn c; bid Tides ran back, 
n | 
 CA4IUS MARITUS. I 
Away, and do not tempt my Fury farther. 
MARIUS . 
Why? would you kill me? _ 
CAIUS MARIUS. 
No, I hope thou art reſerv'd yet for 


A beter Fate. 
MARIUS Jas. | 
Thanks, Heav'n. | 
Theſe few kind Words ſhew I'm not. quite. unksppy. 
GAIUS MARIUS... 
Then do no contradict my Will in this 3 


» 


Or Winds them 


— 


n — 


That jealous Eyes 


That all the World ſhall graw 
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SCENEWR Metellus' Houſe. | 
E SY 4» LL 


1 

Callop a- pace, 

lng ore ing. Such a Charioteer 
As Phaiton would laſh you to the Well, 
And bringing in cloudy N 

Spread — cloſe doudy Night immedi. Night, 
To ſober- ſuĩted Matron all in black; 

may winke, and Marias 
Cha Rr ͤ — unſeen.. 

Oh! give me Marins; and when he ſhall die, 
Take him and cut him out in little, Stars; 
And he will make the Face of Heaven ſo fine, 

in love with Night, 
And pay no Worſhip to the gaudy Sun. 

Oh! I have bought the Manſion of a Love, 

But not poſſeſt it———Tedious is this Day, 

As is the Night before ſome Feſtival. 


To an impatient Child that has new Robes, 


iter Nun s t and Cronpivus. 


And may not wear 'em. Welcome, Nurſe: what News ? 


Hbw 


of Carvs" Math vs. 


How fares the Lord of all my Joys, my A # 
NURSE _ 

Oh ! a Chair! a Chair ! no elo, bat 4 Chair ! So. 
 AAFINT 

"Nay, nde Nit. why 40 40 row lodk fad 


Oh ! do not ſpoil the Muſic of good Tidings _ 1 
With ſuch a — 2 33 1 | 


Oh! I am weary, very weary. Cee my Cordial 
bottle. Fy! how my Bones ake ! what a Jaunt have T had 
LAKINIAE pats 

Do not delay me thus, bar quickly; tell me, 
Will Marins come To-night? Speak, will ke come 
| NURSE. 

Alas! alas! what hate ? oh! cannot. you fiay a little? 
nazi oh this 
Phthific ! Cladius, the Cordial,, 
". LAFINIE 

mV ek ter web it dy 
Is longer than the Tale thou haſt to tell. 
Is. thy News good or bad? anfvet to that. 


$ $4 i 1 11 0 f 
Wi 


? 


And for a Hand and a Foot and a 
not to be talk d e 
rn, 

No, no: what fooliſh 
nean what of ack 


TT 4 * 
31 1 ">. 


Beſhrew Heart — ie 
SEEN "This Back bf” — 


L 4- 


C2 


oo A's 17 25 Far 


227. 


Wei Father ? why, he's at the Senate. . 
How odly 3 reply'ſt ! * 
' Your 77 like 7 hot Ger 
Where is your Faber 1 


| | Ts this a Poultis for my aking Banes ? 


Henceforward do your Meſſages yourſelf. 

Nay, pry*thee thee be not angr Nu b, I meant 

No al. W my as 2 Eq 
rds "NUR 8. . 


| CL AKINTK 
KL Then he will come. 
NURSE. 


come. Go, get you in, and er Go. 
LAYINIA. 

NURSE, x GG 
Well, no be 268 Thing, eng — 


11 bn 2 LA "7 4 oft) 


P Caius, Manxru's 1657 
the Trumpets ; Shout, cry the Soldiers; clatter, 
229 Tu warrant I made no ſmall hae wy 
| LAFINI & 

And is my Marias there alas my Fears! {Tra 
The Noiſe comes this way. Guard my Love, ye 
lf * 


SCENE MW W 


Futer Caius Marius, Manrus unn, Granros, 
Sutririus, CaruLuUs, Wc. Guards, Lider, on one 
fide: MuxELLvs, re, Q. Pomrasivs, Guard: on 


the other. er 
MILE 
Oh thou God, 


Deliverer of Reme, het that Mas 
Sce here the Fathers of thy 
Proſtrate for Refuge is thy Foer there 
The Terror of our Freedom, and thy Foe, 
The Perſecator of thy Friends, the Scourg 


Of Trath and Jultice, and the of 1 
CAIUS MARIUS. 4 
What art thou that canſt lend thy Navith Ears | 
bs”: ? 


| STELLA. e e a 
enn 

And fled from. * riend of Rune, 

The Terror and the Bane of thee her Foe. 

| 8 CATIUS MARIUS. _ 

; If thou'rt her Friend, why com I thou here thas wird, 

4 Slavghtering her Citizens, and laying waſte her Walls ? 


S$YLL A. 
To free her 


Tyrant's Power. 
renn 7 
Who ir that 7 | 


o 
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Her Senate, made thyſelf by force a Conſul, : 
aaa | 2; 
CAIUS MARIUS. 
Hear 'this, ye „and then judge my * 
Have 1 eppes you late 1, et your Tawny 
Am Ia Tyrant? I'whom ye have rais'd, © 
For my true Services, to what I am? 
Remember u. Ambroas, Cindi ad the Teton; 
enemy Ge OE es. 
STALL A. # 
e Where thou, 
Cold and delaying, t by Sib brav'd, 
Scorn'd by thy Soldiers, and at laſt compell'd 
Ingloriouſly to quit th* unwieldly Charge. 
Remember too who baniſh'd good Merellus, 
The Friend and Parent of thy obſcure Family, | 
That rais'd thee from a Peaſant to a Lord. 
CAIUS MARIUS. 
Baſely thou wrong I the Truth. My Actions rais'd me, 
Hadi thou been born a Pealant, {il .cn d bees @: 
at 1 by Service to my Country 've made 
y Name renown'd in Peace, and fear d in War. 
” REES _ 
In the Jugurthine War, whoſe King was taken 
Pris'ner by me, and Marius triumph'd for't. 
CAIUS MARIUS... : - 
Thou ftol'fi him. baſely, Rol H bim at the price 
Of his Wife's Luſt ; Thou barter dit * Abd 
And in the Capitol haſt Pageants ſet - | 
In memory. of thy Vanity and Shame. 
SYLL A. 


. 84409 4 % 


_— as 


* 
_ 


J 


97114 


A Lion by rr 
Fight as Ive Gem you For the Life of Sylle, 


9 


f Carus MA. tha. 


SEARLE. «5. 
Than foil my — 
Thou ſcorn'd Plebeian. 
941 MARIUS 
| Work Perdicion carch thee | 
Dieband that Rout of Rebels at thy Hoek, —= , 
CAIUS — 5 
pry — Cammmild: I 
Approach and whe chu hat wrong 
SYLEA. | 
Upon thy Neck I would. 
CAIUS MARIUS. 
As foon thou dit take 


* 


I'd rather wear ſome 
By him left 


| STELLA. 
I dare, and more. ph 
CAIUS MARIUS. 
| Then Gods, 1 wks your Words | a 
If there be nrg in you, I hall not | 
Friends and Fellow-Soldiers, ROW, 


Leave it to me; for much Revenge muſt go a | 
_— when fuck a Vifim bleeds. 2 


| $8 T4&4 <a: i 1 | 
METELLUS. 


No, truſt the Gods; I'll fee 
s Fate, and with her live or die. 
- . a 
22 | 


4% be Hs TRY awd Fait 


You fight for Laws, for Liberty, and Life. 
CA MARTUS. 

Rebellion never wanted that Pretence. 

Thou Shadow uf when i have been, thod P 

Of chat great State and Honours I have borne 

If thou'lt do ſomething worthy of thy Blace, 

Let's join our Battle with a Force may glut 

The Throat of Death; and choak him-with himſelf; 

As fiercely as deſtroying Whirlwinds rife, - 

Or as Clouds daſh when Thunder ſhakes the Skies. \ 


[7 rumpets found a Charge : they fight. 


Re-enter cu. Manuvs, takes by SYLLA's Party, 


4 CAU MARIUS. 
Forſaken, and a Prikvabe? Is this all 
That's left of Marius! The old naked Trunk 
Of that tall Pine that was? Away, ye Shrubs, 
Ye Brambles; do not clog me thus, 
But let 1ne run into the Jaws of Death, 
And finiſh my ill Fate. 8 

Preſerv'd a public Spectacle, expos 
NE on, 22 bake Ae 
Ohl that Theught's Hell. Sure I ſhould know thy Face. 
Thou haſt borne Office under me. If e er 
In my beſt Fortune I deſerv'd thy Friendſhip, 
Give me a'Reman's Death, and ſet me free, 
That no Difhonour in my Age v'ertake me. 
, IR. 
Pve ferv'd and Iov'd you well: Nor would I fee 
Your Fall My Orders were, to fave your Life. 
CAIUS MARIUS. 
Thov'rt a Time-ſerver, that canſt flatter Miſery. 


Eater Man 10s Junior, Gramvs andSuLriTivs, Priſoncrs. 


My Sons in Bonds too, and Sulpitizs ? 

. SUEPITIUS_ 
1 ae ee . New met 3 
Ki - 
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Whilſt Coxcombs troll abroad on 
To take the Air, and fee me rot. A pox 
On Fortune, and a pox on that firſt Fool 


- 4.x. if 
* 


That taught the World Ambition, © 
Enter QuinTus malic Tux + thy T5 way 29 pM 
S POMPEJUS/ 


Draw near, 

Ye Mika eihhione de hee named. 

Thou Maris, whoſe Ambition and whoſe Pride 

Have coſt ſo many Lives, the firſt that cr. 

Wag'd civil Wars in Ran, thee und thy Sons, _ 

'Thy Family and Kin, with that vile Slave 

And Miniſter of all thy Outrages, . : - 

The curs'd Su/pitizs, Baniſhment's your Lot 3 ; 

Aſter to- morrow's Dawn if found ih Citi, 

Death be your Doom : . 

80 fourith Peace and Liberty bn Res, 
[E. Q, Pompries, Lider, me dens. 
CAIUSMARIUS8: ' 

[ thank ye, Gods, upor/my Kurer I thank pe, | 
For plaguing me above all other Men. | 
Come, ye young Heroes, kneel and praiſe the Heav'ns, 
For crowning thus your youthful Hopes. Ha, ha, ha! 
hat pleaſant Game hath Fortune play'd to-day? 
Oh! I could burſt with Laughter. —— 
At Peace. But may it be u ort and win 
As Joys but dreamt of, or as ſick Mens Slum bers. 

Now let's take Hands, and bending to the Earth, 

To al the infernal Pow'rs let's ſwear. 


ALL. 
| We ſwear. 


C4 MARIUS. 
That's well : By all che Deftinies, 
By all the Furies, 400 the Fiends that wait 


About the rare Fell, and by Hell's King, 


We'l 


* 
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We'll bring Deſtruction to this curſed City; 
Let not one Stone of all her Towers ſtand ſafe. 
MARIUS F 4g 
Let not her Temples nor her eſcape. 
__GCRANIUS, 
Let Husbands in their Wives Embraces periſh. 
CAIUS 1 
Men maſſacred. 
rr tes. 
Her Virgins 
MARIUS uu. 
And let her Lovers all my Torments feel, 
Doating like me, and like me baniſhed. 
Thus let 'em curſe, thus raving tear their Hair, 
And fall upon the Ground as I do now. 
CAIUS MARIUS. 
Riſe then, and to Lavinia go. This Night's thy own. 
MARIUS Junior. 
| And ever afer Pain and borer. 
go thou, find Lavinia's Woman out — [To bir Servant. 
> > hm ary r. f 
For I'll not fail, but in this Night enjoy 
Whole Life, Cs II — 
CAIUS MARIUS. 
Thus then let's part; each take his ſeveral way, 
As to a Task of Darkneſs: When we meet 
In hated Exile, we'll compute Accompts, 
And ſee what Miſchief each has gathered then. 
For, Rome, I ſhall be yet once more thy Lord, 
If Oracles have truth, and Augurs lye not. 
For yet a Child, and in my Father's Fields 
Playing, I ſeven young Eagles chanc'd to find ; 
Which gathering up I to my Parents bore. 
The Gods were ſought, who promis'd me from thence 
As many times the Conſulate in Rome. 
Six times already I've that Office bore, 
And fo far has the Prophecy fd we. 


_ Her 


raviſh'd. 
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ACT iv. SCENE I. 


SC EN E N. C 
Exter Lavinia AMA Janicr. 


LAVYINIA. 
I L T thou be gone? It is not yet near Day. 
It was the Ni and not the Lark, 
That pierc'd the of thy Ear. 
Nightly on yon the ſings. 


Believe me, Love, it wis the Nightingale. 
| MARIUS Tanxior. CY 

Oh! 'twas the Lark, the Herald of the Morn, 
No Nighti -Look, Love, what envious Streaks 
Of Light embroider all the cloudy Eaft. 
Nights Candy GO and jocund Day 

Upon the Mountain-tops ”_ | 
Whilſt all the Birds bring to his Levee. 

i matt bs gaze auf De dk Kathe 
LAYVINITA. 

Oh! oh! what wretched Fortune is my Lot / 
Sure, giving thee, Heav'n grew too far in Debt 
To pay, till Bankrupt-like it broke; whilk I, 
A poor compounding Creditor, am forc'd 
To take a Mite for endleſs Sums of Joy. 
MARIUS 

Let me be taken, let we ſuffer Death, 
I am content, if thou wilt have it ſo 


By Heav'n, yon gray is oy” ch a 
7" 1 | 


8 14 


— 
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But the RefleQion of pale Cynrhia's Brightneſs ; 
Nor is't the Lark we hear, whoſe Notes do beat 
4 and echo in the, Vault of Heav'n. | 

n all Deſire to Ray, no Will to go. 
— my Soul ? let's talk: eren 

GAFINA A. 

It ie, it is—Fy hence away my Marinr, — 
It is the Lark, and out of Tune ſhe ſings, 
With grating Diſeords and unpleaſing Strainings. 
Some ſay the Lark and loathſome "Toad change Eyes : 
Now I could wiſh they had chang'd Vaices too; 
Or that a ſeiz'd the Morning, 
And ſhe had ſliept and never wak'd again, 
To part me from th' Embraces of my Love. 
What ſhall become of me, when thou art gone? 

| MARIUS Junior. 

Derr and know our Loves, 
Seeing my Faith, and thy uſpotted Truth, 
Will fare . let no Wrongs annoy thee. 
Upon my Knees I'll ask 'em every Day, 
How my Lavinia does: And every Night, 
In the ſevere Diſtreſſeſ of my Fate, 
r Soba Deb, 
And want a Place to reſt my weary Head on, 
I'll count the Stars, and bleſs 'em as they ſhine, 
And court them all for my Lawvinia's ſafety. 

 LAFINITA 

Oh Baniſhment, eternal Baniſhment ! 
Ne'er to return | muſt we ne'er meet again? 
My Heart will break, I cannot think that 
And live. Could I but ſee to th'End of Woe, 
There were ſome Comfort but eternal Torment 
Is ever inſupportable to Thought. 
It cannot be that we ſhall part for ever. 


MARIUS (he | 
No, for my Baniſhment may be recall'd; 
My Father once more hold a Pow'r in Rem“ 


ef Caius Manrus, 15 
Then ſhall I boldly claim Lawnia mine, 
Whilſt happieſt Men ſhall envy at the B 
And Poets write the Wonders of our Loves. 
LAVINDS © 
If by my Father's Croelty I'm fore'd, | 
When left alone, to yield to Sylla's Chim, 
Defenceleſs as I am, and thou far from me, 
If, as I muſt, I rather die than fuſfer't, 
What a fad Tale will that be when tis told thee ? 
I know not what to fear, or hope, or think, 
Or lay, or do. I cannot let thee go. 
Rodeo] bf 
A thouſand 


Tl 
But ſharpen and —— 
Oh my L Yay ns [Kneek. 
Or any pore bare rc} 
If I live not entirely only thine, 
I= thee cart I 
May I be hither brought a Captive bound, 
T*adorn the Triumph of my baſeſt Foe. 
LAYVINIA 
- And if I live not faithful to the Lord 
ee 
May I be to Poverty and Scorn, 
Hooted by Slaves forth from thy Gues, O Rane, 
Till flying to the Woods Yavoid 
Sharp Hunger, Cold, or ha Part ey, 
And not one Tree vouchiafe a Leaf to hide me. © 
MARIUS .. 
| What needs all this / — | 
rd wm e 
| our 
To talk to thee for ever. : 
n ons 
E 


LATE 
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LAYINTA. 
1 to ſummon all 
The Spirit of ſoſt Paſſion up, to chear 
Our Hearts thus lab ring wich the Pangs of parting. 
Oh my poor Marius! | 
MARIUS Junior. 


Ah my kind Lavinia / 
| LAFINITA. 
But doſt thou think we e er ſhall meet again 
MARIUS Junior. 
I doubt it not; and all theſe Woes ſhall ſerve 
For fweet Diſcourſes in our time to come. 
46411: hf FIND ab 
Alas! T have an ill-divining Soul; 
Methinks I fee thee, now thou'rt from my Arms, 
Like a ſtark Ghoſt, with Horror in thy Viſage. . 
Either my Eye-fight fails, or thou look'ſt pale. 
MARIUS YJunier. 
Ald U ma, Love, in my Eye fo doſt thou. 


| Dry Sorrow drinks our Blood-—Farewel. 
LAYINITA. 
| _  Farewel then. [Exic. Mar. Jun. 
NUR S (within.] 
Madam. 
LAVINIA. 
My Nes. | 


Your Father's . 


Be wary, look about 7 
| 2777 


Fah is he gone? my Lord, my Husband, Friend, 


] muſt hear from thee every th Day: 

For abſent Minutes ſeem as many Days. 
Ohl! by this reck'ning I ſhall be moſt old, 
Ere, I again behold my Marias. +» [ih 
Gone too already] "Twas unkindly done, 
3 r 


Not 
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Not a third part of its fond jealous Fears : 
But I'll purſue him for't, and be 'd; 
Hang ſuch a tender Tale about his Heart, 
Shall make it tingle as his Life were ftung : 
Nay too 'I love him ; never, never leave him: 
Fond as a Child, and reſolute as a Man. {Exit Lavinia. 
Euter MxTECL us r. 
|  METELLUS. 
Fylla this Morning parts from hence to Capua, 
To head that Army. Cinne muſt be Conſul 
Ay, Ca muſt be. He's a buſy Fellow, 
Knows how to tell a Story to the Rabble, 
Hates Marin too: that, that's the deareft point. 
I hope the Snares for Marins laid may take him. 
A hundred Horſe are in Purſuit to find him : 
And if they catch him, his Head's ſaſe, that's certain. 
Odavias will be the other—be it fo. — Land 
* 


An honeſt, ſimple, 
W that's 


Enter a Stnvant. 


What now ? 

| SERFYANT. 

A Letter left you by a Liftor, 
Who told us that it came from the Lord Sylle. 


Metellus reads the Letter: 


LAME not, Sir, my parting 

So ſuddenly : juft new Pwr bad Advice 
Of fame Difturbance in the Camp at Capua. 
Conmend my tender ft Faith fb fair Lavinia. 
You're Sylla's Advocate with her and Rome. 


Eater Nunss. 


Well, Nurſe. 


The III STORY and Falt 
METELLUS. 
How does my Daughter ? 
NURSE. © 
Truly very ill: She has not ſlept a wink: 
47 21 p05 "uo nerroofpeagye. Fad 
I left ber juſt now ſlumbring. 
This Lord Sy//a does fo run in her Head. 
METELLUS. - 
Oh! were he in her Heart, Nurſe! 
NURSE. 
Were he? 


Why, ſhe thinks of nothing ele, talks of nothing elſe, 
dreams of nothing elſe. She would needs have me lie 
with her t'other Night. But about Midnight (I'll ſwear it 
wak'd me out of a ſweet Nap) ſhe takes me faſt in her 
Arms, and cries, Oh my Lord Sylla; but are you, will 
ou be true? Then figh'd, and ftretch'd — I ſwear I was 
a 
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METELLUS. 

She's ſtrangely alter'd then. 
This Morving + two new Conſuls muſt be choſen. 
If they are true, thoſe Tidings thou haſt brought me, 
Wait while ſhe wakes, and tell her tis my Pleaſure, 
At my return from th' Forum that I fee her—{ Exit Metel. 

NURSE. 

So fo !—here will be ſweet doings in time. How many 

hundred Lies a-day muſt I tell, to keep this Family at peace? 


Emer Lavinia. 


LAFINITA. 
Oh Nurſe ! Where art thou ? ns Wider cons 7 
__. NURSE. 
Gone ? Yes; and I would I were gone too. 
LAFVINITA. 
Why doſ thou ſigh? What cauſe has thou to wiſh. ſo ? 
Wer: tho dire nf, , 8 I am, == 


F Caros Manrius 7 
Thou hadſt then cauſe, pos | 
What shall I do? Oh, how alone am I! 
I walk methinks as half of me were loſt: 
Yet, like a maim'd Bird, flutter, flutter on, 
And fain wou'd find a Hole to hide my Head in. 

4 NURSE. 

_ 'Odds my Boddikins! but why thus dreft, Madam? 
Why in this pickle, ſay you now* 
LAFYINTA. 

Scem not to wonder, nor dare to oppoſe me, 

For | am deſperate, and refolv'd on Death. 

In this unhappy, wayward, bumble Dreſs, 

After my Love a Pilgrimage Ill take, 

Forſake deſerted Rome, and find my Marie. 
| ene. 

And I muſt fiay behind to be hang d up, like as old 
Pole-Cut in a Warren, for a warning to all Vermin that 
mall come after me. Would I were fairly dead for a 
Week, till this were over | 
LAYINTA. 

This Morning's Opportunity is fair, 
When all are bufy in electing Conſuls; 
I ſhall eſcape unſeen without the Gates, 
And this Night in a Litter reach Salam. | 

NURSE. , 

I care not; I'll have nothing to do in't. You ſhan't 
fir. Nay, Fil Ne the Houſe firſt. Why Chdias/ 
Catulus ! Sempronia ! Therbia! Men and Maids, whers 

[Lav. gets from ber. Nurſe fall: drwn. Exit Lavitda. 

| Enter CLopius. | . 
CLODIUS. , 
What's the matter, Miſtreſs }F "35 
NURSE. 
Oh Clody, Ci, dear Clady, it thee, my dear O 
Help me, help me up. Run to my two > 


K 
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preſently; tell him his Treaſury is robb d, his Houſe a 
fire, his Daughter dead, and I mad. Run, run. Von. 
not run. Oh! oh! [Excunt. 


SCENE changes m the Country: 


Enter ſeveral Herd/men belong to Ma tius. 
1 HERDSMAN. 
Good-morrow, Brother ; you have heard the News. 
| 2 HERDSMAN. 
News, quoth a? Trim News truly. 
+ HERDSMAN. 
F 
Is there any thing in't trow:? | 
2 HERDSMAN. © 
Any thing in't? alas-a-day! alas-a-day! fad times! 
eee 
| 1 HERDSMAN. 
| Nay, I thought there was no- good Weather: towards, 
when my bald-fac'd Heifer- ſtuck up her Tail Eaſtward, 
and ran back into a new Quick-ſet, which I had juſt made 
to keep the Swine from the Beans.. ' 
2 HERDSMAN. 
ern the 
nee had 
occupy'd a Tenement theſe ſeven Years, fell down, Neſt 
and all, into the Porridge-pot, and ſpoil'd the Broth. Sad 
times ! fad times! Brother! 
3 HERDSMAN. 


Did you meet no Troopers this way ? 
2 HERDSMAN. 

' Troopers? I ſaw a parcet of \ I think they. 
call em, trotting along yon Wood fide upon ragged Hide- 
bound Jades. I warrant they came for no Goodneſs—— 

1 HERDSMAN. 


l 
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Theſe 'bitious Folk make more ſtir in the World than a 
thouſand Men. Would my Kine were all in their Stalls, 


Euter ſeveral Soldiers in queſt of Manivs. 


e 

This is the way. How now, you pack of Boobies ? 

| whoſe Fools are you? 1 
zHERDSMAN. 

Why, we are ſuch Fools as CAT eee 
that will pay us our Wages, 
2zSOLDIEBR. 

Do you belong to the Traitor Marins? 

1. HERDSMAN. 
We belong to Cala: Maries, an't like your Worſhip. 
e 
Why, this is a you, 
ae Fr ft are you ? * 
. 

I's enough to tty, as you'te poor * 
n Had I hut Money enough, E. 
be a Wit than you'd be Soldier. 

| 2 SOLDIER. 

Let the bungry (Baff alone. 

1 SOCDIEFR. 


Hark you, you Dog : where's your Lord, the Traitor 


Marius? 
22 HERDSMAN. 
In a whole Skin, if he be wi 
| i SOLDIER 
Where is he, you Pultroon? 
 HERDSMAV. 
Look you, I keep his Cows and his Oven here at &@- 
Jonium, but I keep none of him. If you muſt needs know 
where he is, then I muſt needs tell y I don't know. 
1 SOLDIER. 
Let's to his Houſe hard by, and ranſick that. __ 
if we miſs of kim; you may repens this. 711 


| 
| 
| 


As in her Virgin-nakedaefs untainted ? 
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i HER DS MAN. 
| "Tis..all one to me, 1 muſt pay my Rent to fome- 


body. 
2 HERDSMAN. 
Why, this tis now to be a great Man. Heav'n keep we 
a Cowkeeper ſtill I ſay | 
Enter Caros Marius and Gaaxus. 
70 CATIUS MARIUS. 
Where are we? are we yet not near Salonium ? 
Lead me to yonder ſhady Poplar, where 
The poor old Marius a while may ſit, 
And joy in Reſt. Oh my diſtemper d Head! 
The Sun has beat his Beams fo hard upon me, 
That my Brain's hot as molten Gold. My Skull! 
Oh my tormented Skull? Oh Rome / Rome / Rome 7 
Hah ! what are thoſe ? 
GRANIUS. 
They ſeem, Sir, rural Swains, 
Who tend the Herds that graze beneath theſe Woods, 
CAIUS MARIUS. | 
| Who are you ? to what Lord do ye belong ? 
2 HERDSMAN. | 
We did belong to Caius Marius once: but they fay 
he's gone a Journey : and now we belong to one another. 
CAIUS MARIUS. 
Have ye forgot me then, ungrateful Slaves 
Are you ſo willing to diſown your Maſter ? 
Who would have thought t have found ſuck Baſrneſs here, 
Where Innocence ſeems ſeated by the Gods, 


——— 


Confuſion on ye, ye ſordid 
7 1HERDSMAN. 


Oh fly, my Lord, your Foes are thick abroad. 
Juſt now a Troop of Murderers paſt this way, 
And ask' d with Horror for the Traitor Marias. 
By: this time at Salonium, at your Houle, 


ſearch of you. FI , my Lord— [Exir. 
They are in * 7. fly, my s 
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CAIUS MARIUS. 
I ſha!l be hounded up and down the World, 
Now every Villain, that is Wretch 
To take the Price of Blood, dreams of my Throat, 
Help and ſupport me till I reach the Wood, 
Then go and find thy wretched Brother out. 
Aſunder we may our Fate, and loſe her. 
In ſome old hollow or o'ergrown Brake 


I'd reit my weary Limbs till Danger paſs me. 
[Corr into the Wind. 


Enter Soldiers againe / 


7 >, 1 SOLDIER. 
A thouſand Crowns ? tie a Rover maighe bay » 
As many Lives, for they are cheap in Rene; 
And 'tis too much for one. 
2 SOLDIER. 
Let's ſet this Wood 
A flaming, if you think he's here, and hen 
Quickly you'll fee th old Deong cans bamanag cut: 
1 SOLDIER. 

Thou always lov'ſt to ride full 8 | to Miſchief. 
There's no Conkderation in thee. you, ben 1 
cut « Then] e wrt 
and Decency as a Barber cuts a Beard, I hate a | 
———_— ˙—A A 
SOLDIER. 

The Man that ſpoke laſt, ſpoke well. Therefore let 
us to you adjacent Village, end fowieuricives in good 
Falernium. [ Exennt Soldiers. 

CAIIUS MARIUS. 

Oh Villains | not a Slave of thoſe - 
But has ſerv'd under me, has cat my Bread, 3 12 
And felt my Bounty——Drought! parching Drought } 
Was ever Lion thus by Dogs emboſ d? 

Oh! I could fwallow Rivers: Earth, yield me Water ; 
Or ſwallow Marius down where Springs fit flow. +I 
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Enter Max Ius Funior, and GrRanius 
MARIUS Tamnior. 
My. Father! i 
CAIUS MARIUS. 
Oh my Sons! 
| MARIUS Junior. 
Why thus forlorn! ftretch'd on the Earth ? 
CAIIUS MARIUS. 
Oh! get me ſome Refreſhment, cooling Herbs, 
And Water to allay my ravenous Thirſt. 
I would. not trouble you, if I had Strength: 
But I'm fo faint that all my Limbs are uſcleſfs. 
Now have I not one Drachma to buy Food, 
Muſt we then ſtarve ? No ſure the Birds will feed us. 
MARIUS Junior. 
There ſtands a Houſe on yonder fide 0'th' Wood, 
It ſeems the Manſion of fome Man of Note: 
PI go and turn a Beggar for my Father, 
CAIUS MARIUS. © 
O my Soul's Comfort ! do. Indeed I want it. 
I. who had once the Plenty of the Earth, 
Now want a Root and Water. Go, my Boy, 
And ſee who'll give a Morſel to- Marius. 
Nay, I'll not ſtarve; No, I will aig is Rice, 
Wallow in Plenty. Drink ! PIl drink, P11 drink. 
Give me that Goblet hither —— Here's a Health 
To all the Knaves and Senators in Rome. 
MARIUS Tunior. 
Repoſe yourſelf a while, till we return. 
CAIUS MARIUS. 
Il Will, but pr'ythee let me rave a little. 
Go, pr'ythee go, and don't delay. I'll reſt, 
alone 


Þrier 
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Eater Lavinia. 


Another Mard'rer ? this brings 
A IT 
ZZ AFINIA” 

I've wandred up and down theſe Woods and Meadows, 
Till I have loſt my way—— ky 2 6 
Againſt a tall, young, ſlender, well-grown Oak 

Leaning, I found Les in the Bark. 
My Maris, ſhould not be far hence. 


CAIUS MARIUS. 
What art thou, 


That dar l to name that wretched Creature Marize f 
_- "LEFEFNITH. 
Do not be angry, fie, whate'er thou art 3 
I am a poor unhappy Woman, driven 
By Fortune to purſue my baniſh'd Lord. 
CIIUS MARIUS. 
By thy diluting Fans hoe Boubif be Women, 


And Roman too. 
| 147174 


Indeed I am. 
CA4IUS MARIUS. 


A Roman ? 
If thou art fo, be gans, leſt Rage with 
Ame 
LAYINIA. vs be 
My Father, you f . 
C4108 MARIUS. 
Now thou art a Woman ; 
For Lies are in thee. II. am I thy Father? 
I ne'er was yet ſo curſt: None of thy Sex 
EF'er ſprung from me. ng . 
The nobler fort of Beaſts entit'led M 
| .LAFINI A. 
I am your Daughter, if your Son's ye 1 
Have you ne'er heard Lavinia Name in Rome, 


Fate : 


That 
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That wedded with the Son of Marius ? 
CAFUS MARTUS. 


408 that fond, that kind and 
That left her Father, ſor a baniſh'd Huſband : 
Come nchrn——— 
And let me bleſs thee, tho' thy Name's my Foe. 
| LAPINITA. *- 
Alas, my Packer you ſeem much oppreſt : 
Your Lips are parcht, — fat, 
Will you partake ſuch Fruits as I have gather'd ? 
Taſte, n doth 
Ripe and refreſhing. 
CAIUS MARIUS. 
| What all this from thee, 1. 
Thou Angel, whom the Gods have t to aid me? 
Lage 
LAVINIA 
. 
And took ſome Water: tis moſt ſoſt and cool. 
CAIUS MARTUS. 
An Emp'ror's Feaſt! but I ſhall rob thee. 
LAFINITA. = 
0, * 


E. cx, and duke may . Bat where's my Lord, 
deareſt Marius : 
CAIUS MARIUS: 
To th' neighb'ring Village, 
He's gone to beg his Father's Dinner, Daughter. 
LAVINIDTAd | 
Will you then call me Daughter ? will you own it? 
I'm mach of'er-paid for all the Wrongs of Fortune. 
But ſurely Marius can't be brought to want. | 


rre Gold and Jewels too and they'll buy Food. 


Enter 


* 


of Canus MAN wh 
Enter Martes un. = a 


CAIUS MARSUS. 
See here, my Marius, ane. 
See d 
MARIUS Jun 


Hah ! Wont ufo og th 
CIV MARIUS. 
: 6 What ? — 
why weeps my Lapel Pp 
LAYINLA. . 
FT I cannot ſpeak, Tears obſtruct my Words, _ 
And choak me with > 
Oh my Heart's Joy | 
LAFINIA 
My Soul ! 
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Thy Pars Houk, te Pp wad Sta of Bam, 
follow Deſart-Miſery ! 


To follow 
LAYINIA 
_ 1 come 


that's thine, 


To bear a part in every ' 
Be't Happineth or Sh. theſe Woods, 
Whilſt from purſuing Enemies youre ſaſe 

lden 
Gather cool Sedges, Daffadils and Lilies, 
And ſofteſt Camomile to make us Bede, 
Whereon my Love and I at Night will ſleep, 
And dream of better Fortune. . 


Euter Granws and Servant with Wine and Meer. 


Calls. MIAIUE....-.._.. 
| Yet note Plenty? a 
| Sre Conn, the God of bauer aun thee Woods, | 
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And means to entertain us as his Gueſts. 
SERPFP ANT. 
I am ſent hither, Marius, from my Lord, 
Sextilius the Prætor, to relieve thee, 
And warn thee that thou riedepare ths Place, 
Elſe he the Senate's Edict muſt obey, 
And treat thee as the Foe of Rome. 
CATUS MARIUS. 
But did he, 
Did he, Aeatilins, ben thbe thy in vt 
Was he too proud to come and ſee his Mafter. 
That rais'd him out of nothing? Was he not 
My menial Servant once, and wip'd theſe Shoes, 
Ran by my Chariot-wheels, my ures watcht, 
And fed upon the Voidings of my Table ? 
Durſt he affront me with a ſardid Alms ? 
| And ſend a ſaucy Meſlage by a Slave? 
| Hence with thy Scraps : back to thy Teeth I daſh 'em. 
{ Be gone whilſt thou art ſafe. Hold, fly a little. 
| SERY ANT. 
What Anſiver would you have me carry back ? i 
_CAIUS MARIUS. 
Go to Sextilius, tell him thou haſt ſeen 
Poor Cain Marius banith'd from his Country, F 
Sitting in Sorrow on the naked Earth, | a 
Amidſt an ample Fortune once his own, | 
Where now he cannot claim a Turf to ſleep on. [ Ex. Serv. 
U How am I fallen! Muſic? Sure the Gods [Soft Mafic. 
| Are mad, or have delign'd to make me fo. 


Emer ManTtha. 


| aw what art thou ? 
„ te „ A CRIES. 
| Am [ a Stranger to thee ? 
Martha s my Name, the Syrian Prophetch, 
That us'd to wait upon thee with good Fortune; 
Till baniſt'd out of Rome for ſerving Thee, 


Saws wm mc< © = 
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of Caius Marru's fg 
re ever fince inhabited theſe Woods, ; 
And ſearch d the deepeſt Arts of wiſe Forcknowledge. 
CAU MARIUS. 

I know thee now moſt well. — — 
All my good Fortune left me. — 
That us'd to hover o'er my happy Head. 
And promiſe Honour in the Day of Battle, 
Have face ume Even Birds of Prey | 

Purſue him full. — in d 
MARTH 
A hundred Spirits wait upon my Will, y-4 
To bring me Tidings from th' Earth's fartheſt Corners, 
Of all that happens out in States and Councils: 
I tell thee therefore, Rome is once more thine. 

The Conſuls have had Blows, and Cinza's beaten, 
Who with his Army comes to find thee out, 
To lead him back with Terror to that City. 

; CAIUS MARIUS. 
MARTHA. 
Nay, ere thou think it he'll be with thee. 

But let thy Sons, and theſe fair N retire, 

Whilſt I relieve thy weary'd Eyes with Sleep, 

And chear thee in a Dream with promis d Fate. 
MARIUS Tuner. 

Come, my Lavinia, Granizs, we'll withdraw 

To fond cot Rhein eee [Exe. 
eveve ber Wand A Dance 
CAIUS MARIUS. 
O Res. 2 


| Enter Servant and a Ruſſian. 


SERV ANT. 
Ten tick Talents ſhall be thy Reward, 
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2 MARIUS. 

277 2252 EO Hire. - 
nee Merellur live? No, no: 
He dies, he dies 80, bear him to the Hr, 
And plunge bim to the bottom. Hab, Arronius / 
Where are-my Guards? — — — 
— — w vt] 
Conſumes his time in Speeches to the Rabble, 


And ſowes Sedition in a City. Down, 
Down with Pompeins too, that call'd me Traitor. 


Hah ! art thou there ? nee eee 2 
To Revs Taihbndloc 
FIA | 
None dl deze. 


. MARIUS. 
Stand of, 


Secure that Ca. - Dar it thou kill Caius Marius? [ Waker. 

Hah! ſpeak ? What art thou? 

| RUFFIAdN. 

By Sextiliurhired 

„ü Spare mine, 
And I'll for ever ſerve you at your Feet. 
| CAA MARIUS. 
What barb'rous Slaves are theſe, that envy me 

The open Air; ſet Prices on my Head, 

As they wonld de en Wolves that den their Flock | 


Enter SUI Ii. [Trumperr 


Trumpets ! Sulpitius, where haſt thou been wand ring 
Since the late Storm that drove us from each other ? 
SULPAITIUS. 

Why, doing Miſchief. up and down the = 

Picking up diſcontented Fools, belying | 

| The Senators and Government, 


1 


of Canus MAI. 9 
| CAHIUS' MARIUS. 
Oh, bet whess's Cinna # 

| SULPITIUS. | 


Is that a Fortune fit for Calas Hh ® ẽͤh—• 
Advance your Axes aud your Rods before him, 
And give him all the Cuitoms of his Honour. - 
|  CHTT WIN DPUSXt v5 nk 
Away : ſuch Pomp becomes not wreiched Maria: Þ | 
Here let me pay Obedience to my Conſa. 
Lead me, great Cinna, where thy For: ave wrong ther, 
And foes how thy mn 
| CENNGS 4 
O Marin, be our Hearts united ever, n wr 
To carry Deſolation into Reme, l | 
And waſte that Den of — the:Rerc- 


| n 3 £7 76602 e 
Shall wo# 'L 
; CINNA. pipe? IA v2 6] 
Wen do't. That godly foothfayiag Fool, 
That ſacrificing Dolt, that Sot Ofaviny, * 4 bas = i 
When we were choſen Conſuls in the Forum, ” 
Diſown'd me for his Colleg 


; faid, the Gods 
Had told him I defign'd Tyrannic Pow'r; 
| Provok'd the Citizens, who took up Arms, 
And drove me forth the Gates. 
, - YATES MARIUS. | 
Excellent Miſchicf! 


What's to be done ? | yu 4 


CINNA. 
| No ſooner was L. gone, s is 1 
But a large part of that great City Gollow'd me. 3 
That does not own my N, an ike 
4 


* 


p 5 
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#And fllow fullmely an eib Slave, 
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CAIU8S MARIUS., 
me my Horſe, my Armour, and the Laurel 
With which when I'd o'ercome three barb'rous Nations, 
I enterd-crown'd with Triamph into Rowe. 
I go to free her now from greater Miſchicfs, 


Emer Mazivs FO AG ba pave. 


O my young Warrior FOR 


MARIUS 
dt. 1. 
And ever curit bo all theſe Regiods' round us. 
Lavinia's loſt, borne back with force to Rome, 
By Ruſfians headed by her Father's Kinſmen ; | 
And like a Coward too I live, yet faw it. [Err 
CAIHIUS MARIUS. ; 
Oh Maria: Marius! let not 'plaints come from thee, 


Nor cloud the Joy that's breaking on thy Father. 


If ſhe be back in Rome, Lavinia's thine. 
To-morrow's dawn reſtores her to thy Arms, 
For that fair Miſtreſs, Fortune, which has coſt 
So dear, . 
E 
I long to imbrace her, » Day, — 
I'm mad as 3 — of 

Wich choaght of nothing br th joyful Day. [ Exeunt.” 


SCENE m. Metellus's Houſe. 


Enter MerLLus, Lavinia, and Tru. of Hyurx. 


 LAFINIAJ. 

Nay, you have catch'd me: You may kill me too: 
But with my Cries I'll rend the echoing Heav'ns, 
Tin all the Gods are witneſs how you uſe me. 

 __"METELLUS. © 
. What ? like a Vagrans fiy thy Father's Houle? 


'Y 25 Diſ- 
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Diſdain'd by all the World, but abject thou ? 
| Reſolve to go, or bound be ſent to Sylla, 
With as much Scorn as thou haſt done me Shame. 
LAFINTA. 
Do, bind me, kill me, rack- theſe Limbs: Pl bear it. 
Bot, Sir, conſider ſtill I am your Daughter ; 
And one Hour's Converſe with this holy Man 
May tcach me to repent, and ſhew Obedience. 
METELLUS. 
Think not t'evade me by protrafting Time: 
For if thou doſt not, may the Gods forſake me, 
LAVINITA. - 
Oh! bis {ln 
From off the Battlements of any Tower, 
Or walk in thieviſh ways, or bid me lurk 
Where Serpents are: chain me with roaring Bears; 
Or hide me nightly in a Charnel- houſe 
O'er-cover'd quite with dead Mens rattling Bones, 
With reeky Shanks, and yellow chapleſs Sculls ; 
Or bid me go into a new-made Grave, 
And hide me with a dead Man in his Shroud : 
Things that to hear but told have made me tremble : 
And VII go through it without fear or doubting, 
o keep my Vows unſpotted to my L. 
A 
Take here this Phiol then, and in this Moment 
Drink it, when ſtraight through all n 
A cold and drowſy Humour more than Sleep: 
And in Death's borrow'd Likeneſs ſhalt thou lie 
1'wo Summer Days, then wake as from a Slumber, 
Til Marius by my Letters know what's paſt, 
And come by th to R. — 
| LAFYINIA. 
Give me; oh! give me: tell me not of Fears. | 
PRIEST. 
| Farewel: Be bold and 
Vor. Ul. 


row. [Exie. 
1 Fo 
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LAFINIA. 

Heav'n knows if ever we ſhall mcet again. 
I have a faint cold Fear thrills through my Veins, 
That almoſt freezes up the Heat of Life. 
I I call him back again to comfort me. 

Stay, holy Man. But what ſhould he do here? - 
My diſmal Scene tis fit I act alone. 
What if this Mixture do not work at all? 
Shall I to-morrow then be ſent to Sylla ? 
No, no,. — this ſhall forbid it; lie thou there | 

[ Lays donun the Dagger. 

Or how, if, when, I'm laid into the Tomb, 
I] wake before the time that Marius come 
To my Relief? There, there's a fearful Point. 
Shall I not then be ſtifled in the Vault, 
Where for theſe many hundred Years the Bones 
Of all my bury'd Anceſtors are pack'd ? 
Where, as they ſay, Ghoſts at ſome Hours reſort, 
With MandrakesShrieks torn from the Barth's dark Womb, 
That living Mortals hearing them run mad? 
Or if I wake, fhall I not be diſtracted, 
Inviron'd round with all theſe hideous Fears, 
And mad!y play with my Fore-fathers Joints ; 
Then in chis Rage with ſome great Kinſman's Bones 
As with a Club daſh out my defp'rate Brains 
What? Sylla? Get thee gone, thou meager Lover: 
My Senſe abhors thee. Don't diſturb my Draught; 


"Tis to my Lord. Drint ] Oh Marius! Marius! Marius! 
[Eis. 


ACT 


of Carvs Manivs. 


9s 


ACT V.-SCRMNEL 
SC EN E Cinna's Camp before the Walk of Rome, 
[Trumpets ſocmd a General, 


Enter Cix x a, Caius Manirvs, and SULPITIOG 
G AN, ive Ambaſſadors, Guards. 


CINN A. 


Mbaſſadors from Reme How many Slaves, 
Traitors, and 'Tyrants, Villains, was I call'd 
But Yeſterday? yet now their Conſul C / 
Oh! What an excellent Maſter is an Army, 
To teach Rebellious Cities Manners ! Say, 
My Friend and Collegue Marias, ſhall we hear em! 
CAIUS MARIUS. 


Whom ? 
| CINNA. 
The Ambaſſadors. 
CAIUS MARIUS. | 
From whence? 
CINNA. 


A From Rome. 
CAIUS MARIUS. 
My loving Country-man ? they moſt be heard, 
Or S lla will be angry 
S Hh - = 
In what State : 
And Pageantry the ſolid Lumps move on? 
And though they come to beg, will be attended 
With their ill-order'd Pomp and aukward Pride. 
Who are „ ? 


we 
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1 AMBASSADOR. 


| From wretched Reme, 
To thee, moſt mighty 


Cinna, and to thee, 
Moſt dread Lord Marius, in her Name we bow. 
FEE > 577% 
What's your Demand? 7 
1 AMBASSADOR. 
Hear but our humble Prayers, 
> Acc rag nay yr 
ither, oh ! whither will Rage purſue us ? 
Mutt all the Fortunes and the Lives . 
Suffer for one Miſcarriage of her Maſters ? 
Your ſorrow ful afflicted Mother Rome, 
In whoſe kind Boſom you were nurs'd and bred, 
Stretches her trembling Arms templore your Pity. 
Fold up your dreadful Enſigns, and lay by 
Your warlike Terrors, that affright her Matrons, 
And come to her, ere Sorrows quite o'er-whelm her. 
But come like Sons that bring their Parents Joy : 
Enter her Gates with Dove-like Peace before ye, 
And let no bloody Slaughter ſtajn her Streets. 
| CINNLA. | 
Thus tis you think to heal up ſmarting Honour, 
By pouring flatt'ring Balm into the Wound, "| 
Which for a time may make it whole and fair: 
"Till the falſe Medicine be at laſt diſcover'd, 
And then it ranckles to a Sore again. 
Take this my Anſwer : I will enter Rome ; 
But for my Force, I'll keep it till my own, 
Nor part with Pow'r to give it to my Foes. 
CAIUS MARIUS. 
Sulpitius, ſee, what abject Slaves are theſe ? Such baſe 
Deformitics a long Robe hides. 5 
SULPITIUS. 
I cannot but laugh to think on't. 
CAIUS MARIUS. 
What? X 
| SUL- 
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üg rrust 

How theſe politic Noddles, that look fo grave upon 

the Matter in the Senate-houſe, will laugh and grin at 

one another, when they are ſet a Sunning upon the 


Capitol. 
2 AMBASSADOR. 
May we retura with Joy into our City, 
Proclaiming Peace, agreed with Heav'n and you? _ 
| CINNA. | 
Go tell 'em we expect due Homage paid, 
2 — 
Mighty Rewards and Offices of Honour. 
1 AMBASSADOR. 
But on that Brow there ſtill appears a Cloud, 
That never roſe without a following Storm. 
CAIUS MARIUS. 
Alas! for me a ſimple baniſh'd Man, | 
Driv'n from my Country by the Right of Law, 
And juſily puniſh'd as my Ills deſerv'd, 
Tink on et Whate'er are his Reſolve:, 
I ſhall obey. 
Beth AMBASSADORS. 
May all the Gods reward you. Exe. Ambaſ and du 


CINNA. 
Now Marin. 
CAHIUSMARIVUS. 


Now, my Crna, 
. 
Are not we 
True born of Rome, true Sons of ſoch a Mother ? 
How I adore thy Temper! 
CAIUS MARIUS. 
Thoſe two Knaves, 
Thoſe whining, fawning, humble, pliant Villains, 
Would cut thy Throat or mine for half a Drachme. 
CINNA. 
Let's not delay a Moment. | 
| 13 CAHIUS 
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CAIUS MARIUS. 
Oh! let's fly, 

Enter this curſed City; nay, with Smiles too. 

But falſe as the adulterate Promiſes 

of Favourites in Pow'r, when poor Men court 'em. 

| CINNA. | 

They always hated me, becauſe a Soldier. 

CAIUS MARIUS. 

Baſe Natures ever grudge at things above em, 
And hate a Pow'r they are too much oblig'd to. 
When Fears are on them, then their kindeſt Wiſhes 
And beſt Rewards attend the gallant Warrior : 

But Dangers vaniſh'd, infamous Neglect, 

Ill-Uſage and Reproach are all his Portion; 

Or at the beſt he's wedded to hard Wants, 

Robb'd of that little Hire he toil'd and bled for. 

SULPITIUS. 

I'd rather turn a bold true-hearted Rogue, 

Live upon Prey, and hang for't with my Fellows ; 
Than, when my Honour and my Country's Cauſe 
Call me to Dangers, be ſo baſely branded. 

CAIUS MARIUS. 

Ere we this City enter then, let's ſwear 

Not to deſtroy one honeſt Roman living. 
SULPITIUS. 
Nor one chaſt Matron, 
CINN A. 0 
Nor a faithful Friend, 
Nor true-born-Heir, nor Senator that's wiſe. 
CAIUS MARIUS. 

But Knaves and Villains, Whores, and baſe-born Brats, 
And th' endleſs ſwarms of Fools grown up in Years, 
Be Slaughter's Game, till we diſ-people Rome. 

CINN A. 
Draw out our Guards, and let the Trumpets ſound. 
CAIUS MARIUS. 
Till all things tell em Marie: is at Hand. 
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O Sylla, if at Capaa thou ſhalt hear 

How Fortune deals with me, fall on thy Knees, 

And make the Gods thy Friends to keep thee from me. 
Su/pitins, as along the Streets we move 

With ſolemn Pace and meditating Miſchiefs, 
Whome'er I ſmile on let thy Sword go through. 
Oh ! can the Matrons and the Virgins Cries, 
The Screams of dying Infants, and the Groans 
Of murder'd Men be Muſic to appeaſe me? 
Sure Death's not far from ſuch a deſperate Cure. 
Be't with me rather (Gods) as Storms let looſe, 
That rive the Trunks of talleſt Cedars down, 
And tear from Tops the loaded Vine, 
And kill the tender Flow'rs but yet half blown. 

For having no more Fury left in ſtore, 


Heav'ns Face grows clear, the Storm is heard no more 
And Nature ſmiles as gaily as before [Excant. 


SCENE Il. Metellu's His. 
Eater Ma TaLLUS. 


METELLUS. 

A Peace with Maria: / O moſt baſe Submiſſion ! 
That over-ruling Fears ſhould weigh up Reaſon ? 
Was not the City ours, and Syula too 
At Capua, almoſt in a Trumpet's Call ? 

And to ſubmit ! Could I but once have fought for't, 
I might have met this Marias in Arms, 
And been reveng'd for all the Miſchicfs done me. 


Nurſe. 
| Emer Nuss. 
NURSE. 
Here, act Gly you 


METELLUS. 
Go wake Lavinia. Tell her, ſhe muſt hency 
. 


Favours 


| 
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Favours her Journey, and ſecures her Paſſage. [Exrr. 


[Scene draws and diſcovers Lavinia on a Couch. 


NURSE 

Wake her? Poor Titmouſe ! it will be as peeviſh, 
Pl warrant you, and rub its Nye's, and fo frown now. 
Well: MiftreG6 ! why Lavinia/ faſt I warrant her. 
Why, Lamb! why, Lady! Fy, you Slug-a-bed. 
What, not a Word? You take your penny-worth now, 
Sleep for a Week ; for the next Night (my Word for't) 
Sylla takes care that you ſhall reſt but little. 
Gods forgive me 
Marry and Amen. How ſound is the aſleep ? 
I muſt needs wake her. Madam! Madam! Madam 
Now ſhould your Lover find you in this Poſture, 
He'd fright you up i'faith? What? Won't it do :? 
Dreſt too? And in your Clothes? and down again? 
Nay, I muſt wake you, Lady! Lady! Lady! 
Alas! alas! help, belp, my Lady's dead. 


Ah! well-a-day that ever I was born! 


Some Aqua vit. Hoa! my Lord—my Lad yo— | 
Enter Me TELLUS. 


= METELLUS. 
Lavinia dead? 
NURSE. 
Your only Daughter's dead : 


| Dead as a Herring, Stock-fiſh, or Door-nail. 


MET ELLUS. 
Stiff, cold and pale. Where are thy Beauties now ? 
Thy Bluſhes that have warm'd fo many Hearts ? 
All Hearts that ever felt her conqu'ring Beauty, 
Sigh *till ye break; and all ye Eyes hn languiſh'd 
In my Lavinia's Brightneſs, weep with me, 
Till Grief grow general, and the World's in Tears. 
NURSE. 
Oh Day ! oh Day ? oh Day! oh hateful Day! 
Never was ſeen ſo black a Day as this. 


— 
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Oh Day ! oh woful Day! rr ; 
METEELLUS. 
No more : Thus in her Bridal Ornaments 
I'th' hre where our Forefathers reſt. 
Be't done, whilſt all things we ordain'd for Joy 
Turn from their Office, and aſfil in Sadneſs. [Exr:. 
| SOAK © 
I ſhall be done and done and overdone, as we are un- 
done. And I will figh, and cry till I am fwell'd as big 
as a Pumkin. Nay, my poor Baby, I'll take care thou 
r "for I will walk theo with my 
Tears, perfume thee with my Sighs, 2 
in every part about Exit. 


;CENE dns dw ubere is placed 
the Conſul's Tribunal. 


Enter tre Citizens, 


| GH | 
Whither, oh whither ſhall we fly for Safety ? 
Already reeking Marder's in our Streets, 
Matrons with Infants in their Arms are butcher'd, 
Ard Reme appears one noiſome Houſe of Slaughter. 
2 CITIZEN. | 
Hear us ye Gods, and pity our Calamities, 
Stop, ſtop the Fury of this cruel T t 
Or ſend your Thunder ſorth to us dead, 
Ere our own Slaves are Maſters of our Throats. 
ET fads 7: 7 $a, 
| Ruin draws near us. Oh my Priend! let's fly 
To che Altars of our Gods, and by the Hands, 
Of ons another die, as Romans ought, [un. 


ſy Rt Emer 
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Enter AnCHanrivs the Senator, and his Grand/en. 


CHILD. 
Hide me, my Grandfire; the ogly Men are coming 
That kill'd my Mother and my Siſter The:bte. 
Will they kill you and me too? 
ANCHARIUS. 
Oh my Child ! 
J cannot hide thee, nor know not what to do. 
Decrepit Age benumbs my weary Limbs; 
I can't reſiſt, nor fly—— 
CHILD. 
Then here we'll fit; 
Perhaps they'll not come yet; or if they do, 
Tu fall upon my Knees, and beg your Life. 
I am a very little harmleſs Boy; | 
And when I cry, and talk, and hang about em, 


4 Weg Ro = wr 


They'll pity ſure my Tears, and grant me all. 


Enter ſeveral old Men in black, with Cypreſi Wreaths, leading 
Virgins in white with Myrile, who kneel before the Tribunal. 


Then enters Ca u Marius as Conſul, Lifers, SuLriTINs, 
and Guard.. 


CAIUS MARIUS. © 
I thank ye, Gods, ye have reſtor'd me now. 
[ Mounts the Tribunal 
What Pageantry in this, Sulpitius, here? 


Remove theſe Slaves, and bear 'em to their Fates. 


1 Od MAN. | 
We come not for ourſelves, but in the Name 
Of Rome, to offer up our Lives for all. 
Pity a wretched State, thou raging God, 
And let looſe all thy dreadful Fury here. 
__CAIUS MARIUS. 
I know ye all, great Senators; ye are 


The Heads and Patrons of Rebellious Rome. 


Ye 
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of Caius Marnrvus. 
Ye can be humble when AMfliftion galls ye; 
And with that Cheat at any time ye think 
To charm a generous Mind, though ye have wrong'd it. 
Falſe are your Safeties when ind d by Powr: 
For ſoon ye fatten and grow able 
Falſe are your Fears, and yur Mins fe 
For they cheat you, 4 
Which you ſhall never 
Who traſts your Fenitence is more — 
Rebellion will renew ; ye can't be honeſt. 
You're never pleaſed but with the Knaves that cheat you» 
And work your Follies to their Ends. 
For your Religion, like your you wear it, 
To change and turn juſt as the Faſbion alters. 
And think you by this ſolemn piece of Fooling 
To huſh my Rage, and melt me into Pity ? 
Advance Sulpitiz: ; old Ancharins there, 
Who was ſo violent for my Deſtruction, 
That his Beard brifled at his Face diſtorted : 
Away with him. Diſpatch theſe Triflers too. 
But ſpare the Virgins, cauſe mine Eyes have ſeen em; 
Or keep em for my Warriors to rejoice in. 
ANCHARIUS. 

of Rome, 


Thou who wert born to be the Plague 
What wouldſt thou do with me ? 


CAIUS MARIUS. 
thee hence 


mongſt the other Offal, for the Jaws | 
Of hungry Death, till Rome be purg'd of Villains. 
Thou dy'ſt for wronging Marius. 
. CHILD. 

| Oh my Lord 
(For you muſt be a Lord, you are 6 angry) 
For my ſake ſpare his Life. I have no Friend 
But him to guard my tender Years from; Wrongs. 
When he is dead, what will become of me, 


A Poor and helpleſs 1 naked leſt. 


To 


| 
| 


Upbraiding Heav'n, and curſing at your Fortune. 


Ten thouſand Talents for the News I'll give thee. 
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To all the Ills of the wide faithleſs World? 


CAIUS MARIUS. 
Take hence this Brat 100; mount it on a Spear, 


And make it ſprawl to make the Grandſire ſport. 


— oe 
O cruel Man! I'll 


And with my little dyin _ 
14 ane imploe 9 

Ill find a thouſand tender ways to you : 

Smile when you rage, and ftroke you into Mildneſs ; 
Play with your manly Neck, and call you Father: 


AED Dad have ans fra ane. 
CAU MARIUS. 
e, Crocodile | Thus from their Mother's Breaſts 
re they inſtructed, bred and taught in Rome. 
2 that old Paralytic Slave, diſpatch him: 
Let me not know he breathes another Moment. 
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But ſpare this, cauſe't has learn'd its Leſſon well, 1 


And I've a Softneſs in my Heart pleads for him. 
Enter MS SEN OE... 


Well now. 


MESSENGER. 
| Metellus. | 
. CAIUS MARIUS. 
Hah I Metellu * What ? 
MESSENGER. 
Is found. 


CAIUS MARIUS... 
Speak, where ? 
MESSENGER. 

In an old Suburb-C 


CAIUS MARIUS. 
Haſte, let him be preſerv'd for my own Fury. 
Clap, clap your Hands for Joy, ye Friends of Marius; 


The 
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The Core and Bottom of my Torment's found, * 
And in a Moment I ſhall be at caſe. 

Rome's Walls no more ſhall be beſmear'd with Blood, 
But Peace and Gladneſs flouriſh in her Streets. 
Let's go. Metellus / we have found Merelins / 

Let every Tongue proclaim aloud Metelles ; 

Till I have daſh'd him on the Rock of Fate, * 
Then be his Name forgot, and heard no more. [ Exvr. 


SC E NE INV. 4 Chudygad. 


Enter Manius eee. 


MARIUS Tuner. 

As I have wander'd mufing to and fro, 
Still am I brought to this unlucky Place, 
| As I had Buſineſs with the horrid Dead: 


Though could I truſt to Flattery of Sleep, 
My Dreams preſage ſome joyful News at hand. 
My Boſom's Lord fits lightly on his Throne, 
And all this Day an unaccuſtom'd Spirit 
Lifts me above the Ground with chearful Thoughts. 
| dream'd Lavinia came and found me dead, 

And breath'd ſuch Life with Kiſſes on my Lips. 
That I reviv'd, and was an Emperor. 


Enter Carls. 


CATULUS. 
My Lord already here ? 
| MARIUS ur. 
My Catulus, 
What News from my Lavinia # ſpeak and bleſs me. 
CATULUS. 


She's very well. 5 
MARIUS .. 
Then nothing can be ill. 
Something thou tem f to know that's terrible, 


Out 
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Out with it boldly, Man; what canſt thou fay 
Of my Lavinia? 

CATULUS. | 
But one fad Word, She's dead. 


Here in her Kindred's Vault I've ſeen her laid, 


And have been ſearching you to tell the News, 
MARIUS Yunior. 
Dead? is it ſo? then I defy you, Stars, 
Go, haſten quickly, get me Ink and Paper. 
Tis done: Ill hence To-night. 
Haſt thou no Letters to me from the Prieſt ? 
CAITULUS.” 
No, my good Lord. | 
| MARIUS Tumor. 
No matter, got then gong-—— [ Exit Catulus. 
Lavinia / yet I'll lie with thee To-night; 
But for the means. Oh Miſchief! thou art ſwift 


To catch the ſtragling Thoughts of deſp rate Men, 


I do remember an Apot!l 
That dwelt about this Rendezrouz of Death : 


| Meagre and very rueful were his Looks; 


Sharp Miſery had worn him to the Bones ; 
And in his needy Shop a Tortoiſe hung, 
An Allegator ſtuff d, and other Skins 


Of il/-ſhap'd Fiſhes ; and about his Shelves 


a begguly account of empty Boxes, 
Green Earthen-pots, Bladders, and muſty Seeds, 
Remnants of Pack-thread, and old Cakes of Roſes 

Were thinly ſcatter'd. to make up a Show. 

Oh for a Poiſon now ! his Need will fell it, 

Though it be preſent Death by Roman Law. 

As I remember, this ſhould: be the Houſe. 

His * is ſnut: hom *r all. are Holidays. 
thecary ;. 


Enter 


OY 
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Enter ArOTHECARY. 


4POTHECART. 
Who's there ? 
MARIUS Tamer, 
Come hither, Man, I ſee thou art very poor; 
Thou may'ſ do any ching: here's fifty Drachme': 
Get me a Draught of that will ſooneſt free 
A Wretch from all his Cares: thou underſtand f me. 
APOTHECARY. 
Such mortal Drugs I have, but Remes Law 
Speaks W 
MARIUS 
Art thou ſo baſe and full of 8 
Vet ſear ſt to die ? Famine is in thy Checks, 
Need and Oppreſſion ſtareth in thy Eyes, 
| Contempt and Beggary hang on thy Back ; 
The World is not thy Friend, r 
The World affords no Law to make thee rich: 
Then be not poor, but break it, and take this. 
APOTHECARY. 
My Poverty, but not my Will conſent 
Goes your mpegs, very 
Take this and it off, OE OS 
MARIUS | 
There is thy Gold, worſe Poi pe REN, 
Doing more Murders in this loathiom World 
Than theſe poor Compounds thou'rt forbid to fell. 
I ſell thee Poiſon, thou haft fold me non. 
 Farewel—buy Food—and get thyſelf in Fleſh. | 
Now for the Monument of the Merelli—— [ Exit. 
[Scene draus, and ſhews the Temple and Monument, 


Re-emer Mantis. 


| MARIUS . 
Te ſhould be here: the Door is open too. 
Th' inſatiate Mouth of Fate gapes wide for more. 


4 


Enter 


— —— — —— — ũ ͤ— 


Good Reverence, do not tempt a deſp'rate Man. 
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Enter Pr1usT, and Bor with a Matteck and Tron-Crow. 


PRIEST. 

Give me the Mattock and the wrenching Iron : 
Now take this Letter, with what baſte thou canſt 
Find out young Marius, and deliver it. [Exit Boy- 
Now muſt I to the Monument alone. 
What Wretch is he that's entring into th' Tomb ? 
Some Villain come to rob and ſpoil the Dead. 
Whoe'er thou art, ſtop thy unhallow'd Purpoſe. 

MARIUS Tunier. 

Whoe'er thou art, I warn thee to be gone, 

And do not interrupt my horrid Purpoſe. 

For elſe, by Heav'n, I'll tear thee Joint by Joint, 

And ftrew this hungry Chorch-yard with thy Limbs, 

My Mind, and its Intents are ſavage wild, 

More fierce and more inexorable far 

Than empty Tygers, or the roaring Sea. 
PRIEST. 

Then as a facrilegious Slave 1 charge thee, 
Obey and go with me, or thou mult die. 

MARIUS Junior. 
I know I muſt, and therefore I came hither. 


By Heav'n, I love thee better than myſelf : 
For I againſt myſelf come hither arm'd. 
Stay not, be gone——Live, and hereafter ſay, 
A Mad-man's Mercy gave thee honeſt Counſel. 
PRIEST. | | 
I do defy thy Mercy and thy Counſel, ſs 
And here will ſeize thee as a Thief and Robber. 3 


MARIUS Junior. 
Wilt thou 9 me? Then here, take thy Wages. 8 


Lilli bin. 
| PRIEST. 
Tm kill'a.. Oh Marius! now too late I know thee. 
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MARIUS Tuner. 
Let me peruſe this Face. 
t is the honeſt Prieft that join'd our Hands, 
In a Diſguiſe conceal'd. — end ; 
Since in ill Fate's black Roll with me thour't writ, 
In bury thee in a triumphant Grave. 
Thou deteſtable Maw, thou Womb of Death, 
Gorg'd with the deareſt Morſel of the Earth, 
Thus will I force thy rotten Jaws to open, 
And ſpite of thee yet cram thee with more Food. 
[Pulls down the Side of the Tomb. 
Oh Palace! oh my Love! my Wife! 
Death has had yet no Pow'r upon thy Beauty 3 
That is not conquer'd. wd in ry Checks; 
[+ crimſon is thy ith 
And the r 
Why art thou A665! erin. 
That the lean Monſter Death is amorous, 
And keeps thee here in Darkneſs for his Paramour ? 
For fear of that, I'll ſlay with thee for ever. 
Come bitter Conduct, thou Guide: | 
Here's to my L Iba the Pa.. 
Aud now Eyes look your laſt, 
Arms take your laſt Embrace, whilſt on theſe Lips - 
] fix the Seal of an eternal Contraft—— 
She breathes and ſtirg—— | [Lavinia wakes, 
LAVINIA in the Tomb. | 
Where am [I ? Bleſs me, Heav'n! 
'Tis very cold: and yet here's ſomething warm 
MARIUS 
She lives, and we ſhall both be made Immortal. 
Speak, my Lavinia, ſpeak ſome heavenly News, 
And roll ws hawhs Gods defign to treat us. 
LAYINITA. 
— I have flept a long ten thouſand Years. 
What have they done with me ? Ill not be uſed thas / 


I'll not wed Sy//a. Maris, is my Husband, 


b 
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Is he not, Sir? Methinks you're very like him. 


Be good as he is, and protect me. 
MARIUS Junior. 
Hah! 
Wilt thou not own me? am I then but like him ? 
Much, much indeed I am chang'd from what I was ; 
And ne er ſhall be myſelf, if thou art loſt. 
LAFINIA. 

The Gods have heard my Vows ; it is my Marius. 
Once more they have reſtor'd him to my Eyes. 
Hadſt thou not come, ſure I had ſlept for ever. 
But there's a ſovereign Charm in thy Embraces, 
That might do Wonders, and revive the Dead. 

MARIUS Tunic. 

III Fate no more, Lavitia, now ſhall part us, 
Nor cruel Parents, nor oppreſſing Laws. 

Did not Heav'n's Pow'rs all wonder at our Loves ? 
And when thou told't the Tale of thy Ditaſters, 
Was there not Sadneſs and a Gloom amongſt em ? 
I know there was ; and they in pity ſent thee, 
Thus to redeem me from this Vale of Torments, 
And bear me with thee to thoſe Hills of Joys. 
This World's grofs Air burdenſome already. 
I'm all a God; ſuch heav'nly Joys tranſport me, 


That mortal Senſe grows fick, anole with wing [Dies. 


LAYINITA. 
Oh! to recount my Happineſs to thee, 
To open all the Treaſure of my Soul, 
And ſhew theo how tis fill'd, would waſte more time 
Than fo im Love as mine can ſpare. 


He's gone! he's dead | breathleſs : alas! my Marius. 


A Phiol too ; here, here has been his Bane. 
O Churl ? drink all ? not leave one friendly Drop 
For poor Lavinia ? Vet IU drain thy Lips. 

Perhaps ſome welcome Poiſon may hang there, 

To help me to o'ertake thee on thy Journey. 
EIT WPI Hah I tains of Blood ? 


And 
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And a Man murder'd? 'Tis th' unhappy Flames. 

Who fix their Joys on any * 

Let em be hold my Portion, and deſpair. 
What ſhall I do? how will the Gods diſpoſe me ? 
Oh! I could rend theſe Walks with Lamentation, 


Tear up the Dead from their corrupted Graves, 
And dawb the Face of Earth with ber own Bowels. 


Enter Carus Manrnvs, and Gaards driving in MtTELLUS, 


CAIUS MARIUS. 
Purſue the Slave ; let not his Gods protect him. | 
LAFINITA. 
More Miſchiefs? hah ! My Father. 
METELLUS. | 
Oh! I am ſlain. [Fall down and dies. 
LAFYINIA. 
And murder'd too. When will my Woes have end 
Come, cruel Tyrant. 
CAIUS MARIUS. 3 
Sure I have known chat Face. 
LATIN 
And canſt thou think of any one good Turn 
That I have done thee, and not kill me for't ? 
CAIUS MARIUS. | 
Art thou not call'd Lavinia. 
LAYINI A. 
Once I was, 
But by my Wont nay now be both known. 
CAIUS MARIUS. 
I cannot fee thy Face 
.CILIINLA 
You muſt, and hear me. 


By this, N nay, I will hold you faſt. 


LT 
CAIUS MARI 


What wouldſt thou fay ? 11 
now ? 
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LAYVINITA. 

I am Lavinia, born of noble Race. | 

My blooming Beauty conquer'd many Hearts, 

But prov'd the greateſt Torment of my on: 

Tho' my Vows proſper'd, and my Love was anſwer'd 
By Marius, the nobleſt, goodlieft Youth 

That Man cer envy'd at, or Virgin ſigh'd for. 

He was the Son of an unhappy Parent, 

And baniſh'd with him when our Joys were young ; 
Searce a Night old. 

CAIUS MARIUS. 
do remember't well. 
And thou art ſhe, that Wonder of thy kind, 
That couldſt be true to exil'd Miſery, 
And to and fro through barren Deſarts range. 
To find th' achepey Wotton Sou wes thad of: 
LAYVINIJA 
Do you remember't well? 
CATUS MARIUS. | 
| In every Point, 
LAYINIA © 

You then were took me in your Arms, 
Embrac'd me, me, us'd me like a Father. 

And ſure I was not thankleſs for the Bounty. 
CAIUS MARIUS. 

No, thou wert, next the Gods, my oaly Comfort 
When I lay fainting on the d 'd Ear 
Beneath — Fears Heat of bing Noon, 
Hungry and dry, no Food nor Friend to chear me : 


Taps „as by the Gods ſome Angel ſent, 
't by, and in compaſſion didft reheve me. 


| LAYVINIA. 
Did I all this? 
CAIUS MARIUS. 
Tbou didſt; thou ſay'dfit my Life, 
Elſe I had ſunk beneath the Weight of Want, 


* a Prey to my remorſeleſs Foes. 
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LAV. 5 
And ſez how well I am at laſt rewarded. 
All could not balance for the ſhort - term d Life 
Of one old Man; You have my Father butcher'd, 
The only Comfort I had left on Earth. 
The Gods have taken too my Husband from me ; 
Sce where he lies, your and my only Joy. 
This Sword, yet recking with my Father's Gore, 
Plunge it into my Breaſt : plunge, it thus. 
And now let Rage, Diſtraction and _— 
Seize all Mankind, till they grow mad as I am. 
oy L Salt berfſelf with bis Sauer 
_CAIUS MARIUS. 

Nay, now thou haſt outdone me much in Cruelty. 
Be Nature's Light extinguiſh'd ; let the Sun 
Withdraw his Beams, and put the World in Darkane 
Whilſt here I how! away my Life in Sorrows. 
Oh ! let me bury Me and all my Sins | 
Thy pale funk embalm thee with my Tears. 
My Son, how cam'ft thou by this wretched End ? 
We might have all been Friends, and in one Houſe 
Enjoy d the Bleflings of eternal Peace. 125 
But oh! my cruel Nature has undone me. 


Enter Mit 0 


MESSENGER. 

My Lord, I bring you moſt diſaſt rous News. 
$ylla's return'd ; his Army's on their March 
From Capua, and To-morrow will reach Rome. 
At which the Rabble are in new Rebellion, 


And your S«/pitizs mortally is wounded. 
Emer Sul ririus (led by two of the Guard: ) and Gn anus. 
| CAIUS MARIUS. 


Oh! then I'm ruin'd. From this very Moment, 


Has my good Genius left me; Hope forlakes me. 
| 4 The 


The Name of $y//a's baneful to my Fortune. 
Be warn'd by me, ye Great ones, how y'embroil 


Your Country's Peace, and dip your Hands in Slaughter. 


Ambition is a Luſt that's never quench d, 

Grows more inflam'd and madder by Enjoyment. 
Bear me away, and lay me on my Bed, 

A hopeleſs Veſſel bound for the dark Land 

Of loathſom Death, and loaded deep · wich Sorrows. 


[ He is led of, 


SULPITIUS. 

Ae e how 1 hate it! 
I'd rather hear a Dog howl than a Man whine. 

GRANIUS. 
You're wounded, Sir: I hope it is not much. 
SULPITIUS. 

No; 'tis not ſo deep as a Well, nor ſo wide as a 
Church-door ; but tis deep enough; twill ſerve; I am 

per'd I warrant, I warrant for this World. A Pox 
on all Mad-men hereafter, If I get a Monument, let this 
be my Epitaph. 


Sulpitius /res here, that troubleſomg Slave, 
That ſent many honefler Men to the Grave; | 
And dy'd like a Food, when b'bad liv'd like 4 Krave. 


[Exeunt Omnes. 
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Spoken by Mrs. Barry, who acted Lavinie. 


Miſchief on't {| though I'm again alive, 
May 1 believe this Play of our: ſhall thrive ? 
Thi: Drumming, Trumpeting, and fighting Play : 
Why, what a Devil will the People ſay ? 

The Nation that'; without, and bears the Din, 
Will fevear ve are raifing Volunteer: again. 

For know, our Poet, when this Play wwar made, 
Had nought but Drums and Trumpets in bi: Head. 
Hh banifh'd Poetry and all her Charms, 

And needs the Fool would be a Man at Arms. 

Ns Prentice Ocr grown weary of Indenture: 

Had ſuch a longing Mind to ſeek Adventures. 
Nay, fare at laft th Infetion general grew; 

Fer tether Day I was a Captain too : 

Neither for Flanders nor fer France e roam, 
But, jufl as you were all, to flay at bus. 
And now for you who here come <wrapt in Cloat:, 
Only fer Love of Underhill and Nurſe Noakes ; 
Our Poet ſays one Day to a Play ye come, 

Which ſerues ye half a Year for Wit at home. 
But which amongſt you is there to be found, 

Will take his third Day's: Pat for fifty Pound ? 
Or, now be is caſbier d, will fairly venture 

To give bim ready Money for's Debenture ? 

T herefere when be rectiv/'d that fatal Doom, | 


This Play came forth, in boper bit Friends «vould come 
To belp a poor diſbanded Soldier home. 
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To Her GRACE the 


Dutcheſs of PoRTsMOUTH. 


ERE it poſſible for me to let the 
World know how -intirely Your 
2 Grace's Goodneſs has devoted a. 

% poor Man to Your Service; were 

there Words enough in Speech to 

expreſs the mighty Senſe I-have of Your 
great Bounty towards me; ſurely I ſhould 
write 'and talk of it for ever: But Your 
K 2 _ Grace 


m1 0 ET 21 ©: A:T 's N. 
iter has given me fo large 2 Theme, and 
laid ſo ant a Foundation, that Imagination 
wants Stock to build upon it. I am as 
l would ſpeak of it; and 
when I firive co write, J want a Scale of 
Thought ſufficient to comprehend the 
Height of it. Forgive me then, Madam, 
if (as a poor Peaſant once made a Preſent 
of an Apple to an Emperor) I bring this 
mali Tribute, the humble Growth of my 
little Garden, and Jay it at your Feet. Be- 
lieve it is paid You with the utmoſt Gra- 
titude : Believe that ſo long as I have 
Thought to remember how very much 1 
owe Your generous Nature, I will ever 
have a Heart that ſhall be grateful for it 
too: Your Grace, next Heav'n, deſerves 
it amply from me; That gave me Life, but 
on a hard Condition, till Your extended 
Favour taught me to prize the Gift, and 
took the heavy Burden it was clogg'd with 
from me; I mean, hard Fortune. When 
I had Enemies, that with malicious Power 
kept back, and ſhaded me from thoſe Royal 
Beams, whoſe Warmth is all I have, or 
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hope to live by; Your noble Pity and 
Compaſſion found me, where I was far caſt 
backward from my Bleffing; down in the 
Rear of Fortune; call'd me up, plac'd me 
in the Shine, and I have felt its Comfort. 
You have in that reſtor'd me to my Native 
Right; for a ſteddy Faith, and Loyalty to 
my Prince, was all the Inheritance my Fa- 
ther left me: And however hardly my ill 
Fortune deal with me, it is what I prize ſo 
well, that I never pawn'd it yet, and hope 
I never ſhall part with it. Nature and For- 
tune were certainly in league when You 
were born: and as the firſt took care to 
give You Beauty enough to enllave the 
Hearts of all the World, ſo the other re 
ſolv'd to do its Merit Juſtice, that non” 
but a Monarch, fit to rule that World, 
ſhould e'er poſſeſs it; and in it he had 
an Empire. The young Prince You have 
given him, by his blooming Virtues, early 
_ declares the mighty Stock he came from 
and as You have taken all the pious Carc 
of a dear Mother and a ent Guardi- 
an, to give him a noble and generous 
K Education, 
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Education; may it ſucceed according to 
His Merits and Your Wiſhes: May he 
grow up to be a Bulwark to his illuſtrious 
Father, and a Patron to his Loyal Sub- 
jects; with Wiſdom and Learning to aſſiſt 
him, whenever call'd co his Councils; to 


defend his Right againſt the Encroach- 
ments of Republicans in his Senates; to 
cheriſh ſuch Men as ſhall be able to vin- 
dicate the Royal Cauſe; that good and 
fit Servants to the Crown, may never be 
loſt for want of a Protector. May he 
have Courage and Conduct, fit to Fight 
his Battles, abroad, and terrify . his Rebels 
at homes and that all theſe may be 
yet more fure, during the Spring-time of 
his Years, when thoſe growing Virtues 
ought with Care to be cheriſh'd in order 
to their Ripening; may he never meet 
with vitious Natures, or the Tongues 
of Faithleſs, Sordid, Inſipid Flatterers, to 


blaſt them: To conclude; may he be as 
great as the Hand of Fortune (with his 
Honour) fhall be able to make him: And 
may Your Grace, who are ſo good 
a 


MADAM, 


Your Grace; entirely 
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N theſe diſtracted Times, when each Man dreads 
The blocdy Stratagem of buſy Head ; 
When awe have frar'd three years uve know not what, 
"Till Witneſſes begin to die 0th Rot, ö 
What made eur Poet meddle with a Plot P 
Mat that he fancy'd for the very Sake 


And name of Plot, bis trifling Play might tal: 

For theres not in't one Inch-board Evidence, 

But tis, he ſays, to Reaſon plain and Sen/e, | 

And that he thinks a planfible Defence, 

Were Truth by Sen/e and Reaſon to be try d; 

Sure all our Sc.vearers might he laid aſide. 

Ae, of fuch Toe's our Autber has no need, 

Te male his Plet, er make his Play juccred : 

He, of black Bills has ne prodigious Tales, 

Or Spaniſh Pi/grims caft aſbore in Wales; 

Here's not one murder d Magiftrate at leaft : 

Kept rank like Vernon for a City Teal! 

Grown four Days fliff, the better to prepare 

And fit his pliant Limbs to ride in Chair : 

Tet here's an Army raii'd though under Ground, 

But no Man ſeen, nor one Commiſſion found : 

Here is a Traitor leo, that"; very old, 

Turbulent, Subtle, Miſchievousr and Vola. 

Blicdy, Revengeful, and to crown his part, 

Loves ſumbling with a Wench auitb all his Heart ; 

Till after having many Change: paß, 

In pig be of Age, (thanks Hearn) is hang'd at laßt. 
Next 


reno UE 
Next is a Senator that heres a Where; : | 
To Lewdaei every Night the Leteher ran : FS, 
Match bim at Mother Creſwold's, if you can. 

Poland, Poland ! had it been thy Lat, 
T have heard in time of this Venetian Plot ; 
T hou /arcly choſen bad one King frem thence, 


Duke-of Venice, Mr. D. Williams. 
, Father to Nies o Scuator, Me. une 
Antonio, a fine Speaker in the Senate, Mr. Leigh. 


Bedamar, the Spaniſh Ambaſſador, ? MIr. Gilhw, 
Jaffir, 4 Mr. Betterton. 
Pierre, Mr. Smith. 
Renault, | Mr. WH. 21 Fe. 
Spine/a, ' 5 Mr. Perci val. 
T heedore, 
— 5 
Rewillido, 
Durand, 
Mazzaaa, | 
5 ps” 3293 
Ternon, | | 
IB rabe, 

WOMEN. 
Belvidera, Mrs. Barry. 
Aquilina, Mrs. Currer. 


Two Women, Attendants on Belvidera, 
Two Women, Servants to Ahl. 


Ihe Council of Ten. 


Officer, Guard, Friar, Executioner and Rabble. 


Venice 


VENICE Re ent 3 
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PLO T DiscoveER'D. 


ac 
Enter PR1ULL IATA. 
FEATOER 
more! Ill hear no more; be gone and leave me. 
FT AFFIEIR.. 
J. Not heir we! by my ese but you tall 
My Lord, my Lord! I'm not that abject Wretch 


You think me: re 
Me back fo far, but I may 


Have brook'd Tajulite; ur U 
I need not now thus low have bent myſelf, 
To gains from's cruel Father! - 


Wrong'd you ? 


PRI 


228 Venice PRESERYV'D: Or, 


'f 3/9 7 Ih 
Yes! wrong'd me, in the niceſt Point ; 

The Honour of my Houſe ; you've done me wrong 
Jou may remember, (for I now will ſpeak, 

_ - And urge its Baſeneſs:) When you firſt came home 
From Travel, with ſuch Hopes, as made you look d on 
By all Mens Eyes, a Youth of ExpeQation ; 

Pleas'd with your growing Virtue, I receiv'd you; 
Courted, and ſought to raiſe you to your Merits ; 

My Houſe, my Table, nay, my Fortune too, 

My very ſelf, was yours; you might have vs'd me 
To your beſt Service; like an open Friend, 

1 rreated, truſted you, and thought you mine ; 

When in requital of my beſt Endeavours, 

You treacherouſly prattis'd to undo me. 

Sedue'd the Weakneſs of my Age's Darling, 

My only Child, — — 

Oh Bebvidera / 


„„ 

Tus to me you owe her, 
Childlefs bao oh and in the Grave. 
Your Name extin&, no more Priuli heard of, 
You may remember, ' ſcarce five Years are paſt, 
Since in your Brigantine you fail'd to ſee 
The Adriatick wedded by our Duke, 
And I was with you: Your unskilful Pilot 
Daſh'd us apon a Rock ; when to your Beat 
You made for ſafety ; enter'd firſt yourſelf: 
'Tt' affrighted Belvidera following next, 
As the ſtood tremblin ing on the Veſſel's fide, 
Was by a Wave waſh'd off into the Deep; 
When inſtantly I plung'd into the Sea, 
And the Billows to her Reſcue, 
Redeem'd her Life with half the Loſs of mine. 
Like a rich in one Hand I bore her, 


And with the other daſh'd the ſaucy Waves, 
That throng'd and prefs'd to rob me of my Prize : 


4 I brought 
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| brought her, gave her to your deſpairing Arms: 
indeed you thauk'd me ; but a nobler Gratitade / 
| Roſe in her Soul: For from that Hour ſhe lov'd me, 
Till for her Life ſhe paid me with herſelf. 
PRIULI. . 
You ſtole her from me ; like a Thief you ftole her 
At dead of Night ; that curſed Hour you choſe 


To e 


May all your Joys in her prove falſe like mine: 
A Rteril Fortune, and a barren Bed, 
Attend you both ; continual Diſcord make 
Your Days and Nights bitter and grievous : Still 
May the hard Hand of a vexatious Need 
Oppreſs, and grind you ; till at laſt you find 
The Curſe of Diſobedience all your 
TAFFEIR. 

Half of your Curſe, you have beſtow'd in vain : 
Heaven has already crown d our faithful Loves 
With a young Boy, ſweet as his Mother's Beauty: 
May he live to prove more grate thas his d 
And happier than his Father! | 
AAS ClS; > = 55 

Rather live 
To ben am K 
Wich hungry Cries: Walt his Mother 
Sits down and weeps in bitterneſs of Want. 
FJ AFFEIR. 
You talk as if 'twould pleaſe. you, 
W 


— 


On es 
From my ſad Heart, when ſhe her Duty, 

The Fountain of my Life was not * | X 
But the is gone, and if Iam a Man „ 
I will forget her. 


XA 32 0 b * — 110 
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TL "FETUS S 

And the too with thee ; 
For living here, you're but my curs'd Remembrancers | 
© nes was RY: = | 
AFFEIR. 
= You uſe me thus, ſe you know my Soul 
$ Is fond of Behkvidera : You perceive 
| My Life feeds on her, therefore thus you treat me 
— —— Baricty ; 
Were I that Thief, the Doer of ſuch Wrongs 
As you upbraid me with, what hinders me | 
But I might ſend her back to you with Contumely, 
And court my Fortune where ſhe would be kinder“ 

PRIULT 


You dare not do't. 


FAUFFEIR. 
Indeed, my Lord, I dare not- 
My Heart that awes me, is too much my Maſter . 
Three Years are paſt fince firſt our Vows were plighted, 
which time the World maſt bear me witneſs, 
I've treated Belwvidera like your Daughter, 
The Daughter of a Senator of Yenice ; 
Diſtinction, Place, Attendance and Obſervance, 
Due to her Birth, ſhe always has commanded ; 
Out of my little Fortune I've done this ; | 
Becauſe (tho? hopeleſs e'er to win your Nature) 
The World might ſee, I lov'd her for herſelf, 
| Not as the Heireſs of the great Priuli. —— 
N PRIULYT. 
| de me! 


rr 
ut all, and then adieu for ever. 


f e ner Wretch that lives on common Charity 
[ But's happier than me: For I have known 

The luſcious Sweets of Plenty ; every Night 
———— with ſoft "Content abdvt my Head, 
never wü d but tb a joyful Morning; 


Yet 


IPror Disco YE Ao. 230 
Yet now muſt fall like a full Kar of Corn, 
Whoſe Bloſſom ſcap'd, yer mjdr'd in che ripening. | 
Aa 
Home and be humble, Rudy to retrench ; 
3 -- prone 
Thoſe Pageants of thy Foll 
Reduce the gli of thy Wiſe 
To humble Weeds, in far thy els Ste 
| Drudge, to feed loathfors Like 3 get Nan, und farvec. 
TJAFFEIR. 4358 
This proud, this fwelling Heart ; 5 
But that my Doors are hateful to mine Eyes, i 
Fill'd and damn'd up with gaping Creditors 
Watchful a: Fowlers when their Game will {pring ; 
I've now not ſiſty Ducats in the World, 
Yet ſtill I am in love, and pleas'd with Ruin. 
Oh Belvidera / Ob ! the is my Wiſommnme 


And we will 6 
But ne'er know Comfort -e. 


Emer Pit 441. 


PIERRE. 
My Friend, Good-morrow ! 
How fares the honeſt Partner of my Heart? | 
What, melancholy ! not a Word to ſpare me ? 
thinking, P 4 e 
Fm ferre, 1 
Calrd Honeſty, got footing in the World. 
mms 77 7 THIER 
Why, pow'rful Villany firſt fer it up, 
For its own Eafe and Safety: Honeſt Men 
Are the ſoft exafy Cuſhions on which Knaves 
and fatten : Were all Mankind Villains, - 


They'd ſtarve euch other; Lewyen would want Pra, 


i 


*; 
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Cut-throats Rewards: Each Man would kill his Brother 

tn cone would bs yard or hang's for Murder: 

: *twas a Cheat invented firſt 

To bind the Hands of bold deſerving Rogues, 

That Fools and Cowards fit ſaſe in Power, 

And lord it uacontroll'd above their Betters, 
FAFPEIR. 

Then Honeſty is but u Notion f 


Nes. 

Nothing elſe: 5 
Like Wit, much talk'd of, not to be deſin'd: 
He that pretends to moſt too, has leaſt ſhare in't ; 
Tis a ragged Virtus Honeſty! no more on t. 

JAFFEITR. 

Sure thou art honelt ? 
PIERRE. 
So indeed Men think me. 

But they're miſtaken, Jaffeir: I'm a Rogue 
As well as they; 
A fine gay bold-fac'd Villain, as thou ſeeſt me; 
"Tis true, I pay my Debts when they're contraſted ; 
I fteal from no Man; would not cot a Throat 
To gain admiſſion to a great Man's Purſe, 
Or a Whore's Bed; I'd not betray my Friend 
To get his Place or Fortune : I ſcorn to flatter | 
A blown-up Fool above me, or cruſh the Wretch beneath me: 
Yet, Jaffeir, for all this I am a Villain. 


FAFFEIR. 
A Villain! 


4ihi© 1 K* PIERRE. 

Yes, a moſt notorious Villain: 
To ſee the Sufferings of my Fellow-Creatures, 
And own myſelf a Man : To fee our Senators 
Cheat the deluded People with a ſne , Sos 
Of Liberty, which yet they ne er muſt taſte off 
They ſay, by them our Hands are free from Fetters, 
Yer whom they pleaſe they hy in buſt Bonds; | 
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Bring whom they pleaſe to Infamy and Sorrow ; | 
Drive ws like Wrecks dom (ih pong This of Fewer, 
Whilſt no Hold's left to fave us from Deſtruction 3 
All that bear this are Villains, and I one, 
Not to rouze up at the Yreat Call of Nature, 
And check the growth of theſe domeſtic Spoilers. 
That make us Slaves, and tell us 'tis our Charter. 
FAFFRIBc-: 
Oh Aquilina! Friend, to loſe ſuch Beauty, 
The deareſt purchaſe of thy noble Labours 3 
She was thy right by Conqueſt, as by Love. 
PIERRE. 
Oh Taffeir/ Merger: 
That here ſoc er I fram'd a Scheme of Life 
For time to come ſhe was my only Joy, 
With which I wiſh'd to ſweeten future Cares 
I fancy'd Pleaſures, noce but one that loves. 
And doats as I did, can imagine like 'em : 
Whea in the of all theſe 
In the moſt charming Hour of Ex 


Then when our eager Wiſhes ſoar the aa. 
Ready to ſtoop and graſp: the 
A 


lovely Game, 
Owl, a worthleſs Kite of Prey, 
With his ſoul Wings fail'd in, and ſpoil'd my Quarry. 


AFFEIR. 
I know the Wre 


and ſcorn him as thou hart him. 
IEA. 

Curſe on the common good that's ſo protected, 

Where every Slave that heaps up Wealth enough 

To do mock Wi becomes 6 Lord of Right: 

J. who believ'd no Hl could e er come near me, 

ound in th Embraces of my Ain 

4 wretched old, but itching Senator; | 

A wealthy Fool, that had bought out my Title: 

A Rogue, that uſes like a Lamb-ſcin, 

Barely to keep him warm ; that filthy C uckoo _ 

Was in my Abſence crept into my Neſt, 


Vewicze PAISER v: Or, 
And ſpoiling all my Brood of noble Pleaſure. 


g JFAFFETR. 
| Did thou noe chaſe him thence ? 


PFEBRRE. = 
The rank old bearded Hires home : 
Lab w wana aan 99711, eh 
I ſummon'd to appear, and cenſur d baſely, 
For violating ſomething they call Privilgg. 
This was the Recompence of my Service. 
Would I'd been rather beaten by a Coward: 
A Soldier's Miſtreſs, Zaffeir, 's his Religion, 
When that's profan'd, all other Ties are broken : 
That even diffolves all former Bonds of Service, 
And from that Hour I think myſelf as free 


To be the Poe as e er the Friend of N.. 


234 


Nay, dear Revenge, whene'er thou call't, I'm ready. 


FAFFEIR. 
I think no Safety can be here for Virtue, 
And grieve, my Friend, as much as thou, to live 
Ia ſuch a wretched State as this of Yenice, 


Where all agree'to ſpoil the Public Good, 
And Villains fatten with the brave Maz's Labour. 
PIERRE. 


We've neither Safety, Unity nor Peace, 
For the Foundation's loſt of common Good ; 
aſtice is lame as well as blind us ; 

Laws (corrupted to their Ends that make 'em) 
Serve but for Inftruments of ſome new Tyranny, 
That every Day ſtarts up t'enſlave us deeper: 

Now could this glorious Cauſe but find out Friends 
To do it right! oh Fafftir ; then might'ſt thou 

Not wear theſe Seals of Woe upon thy Face : 

The proud Priuli ſhould be taught Humanity, 

And learn to value ſuch a Son as thou art. 

I dare not ſpeak ! but my Heart bleeds this Moment. 


74 


eig? 
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74727211 
Curt be the Cauſe, tho' I thy Friend be pet on't. 
Let me the Troubles of thy Boſom, | 


For I am us'd to Miſery, and perhaps 
May find a way to ſweeten't to thy Spirit. 


PIERRE. 
Too 2 
JAFFELR | 
| Then from thee” 
Let it There's Virtus in thy Friendihip 


Would make the ſaddeſt Tale of Sorrow pleaſing, 
EPF ˙ A 
PIERRE. 
Then thou art ruia'd! 
74271711. 
The: I long dnco knows 
| and I-fortie en boon 
1 paſ's this Hann by thy F 
And found them De- Doan |; 
The Sons of public Rapine were ; 
They told me, by the Sentence of the Law, 
They had Commiſſion to ſeize all thy Fortune: 
Nay mid, Priulis crael Hand hath fign'd it. 
Here ſtood I 
Lording it o'er a Pile of maſſy Plate, 155 
Jumbled into a heap for pu blic Sale : - 4 1 k IN 
There was ——_ ES. Las & 
At thy undoing ; he had ta en poſſeiſion 
Of all hy am mee: 
Rich Hangings, intermix d and atenght with-Gelds 
The very Bed, which on thy Wedding-night 
Receiv'd thee to the Arms of Belvidera ; 
The Scene of all thy Joys, was violated - 
By the courſe Meade of Gb: Dunmaen Vitale, 
66— IIEE-C RE) 11 


, 
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JAFFETR. 
Now thank Hes 
PIERRE. 
Thank Heav'n! for What? 
JAFFEIR. 
That I'm not worth a Ducat. 
en 
Curſe thy dull Stars, and his works Fate of Fenice, 
Wien Brothers, Friends, and Fathers, all are falſc; 
Where there's no Truſt, no Truth; where Innocence 
Stoops under vile Oppreſſion; and Vice lords it: 
Hadſt thou but ſeen, as I did, how at laſt | 
Thy beauteous Belvidera, like a Wreech 
That's doom'd to Baniſhment, came forth, 
Shining through Tears, like April. Suns in 8 
That labour to o ercome the Cloud that loads em; 
Phun two young Virgins, en whole Arms the lean'd, 
Kindly look'd up, and at her Grief grew fad, 
As if they catch'd the Sorrows e: 
E'en the lewd Rabble that were gather d round 
mow 2 ſtood mute when they beheld her ; 
roaring Throats, and grumbled Pity : 
| | cou hve huggd the grey Rogues: They plew'd me, 
FAFFEIR 
I thank thee for this Story, from my Soul, 
Since now I know the worſt than can befal me: 
Ah Pierre! I have a Heart, that could have borne 
The rougheſt Wrong my Fortune could re ns me: 
But when I think what Beividera fech, 
The bitterneſs her tender Spirit taſtes of, 
1 own myſelf a Coward : Bear my Weakneſs, 
If throwing thus my Arms about thy Neck, 
Tale hot, and blubber in thy Boſom. 
Oh! I ſhall drown thee with my Sorrows ! 
| PIERRE. 


BLAH cct 


n = & * OD fn ad 


1 Burn! 
Firſt burn, and level Venice to thy Ruin. 
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What, ſtarve like Beggars Brats in froſty Weather, 
Under a Hedge, and whine ourſelves to Death ! 
Thou, or thy Cauſe ſhall never want Aſﬀifiance, 
Whilſt I have Blood or Fortune fit to ſerve thee ; : 
Command my Heart: Thou'rt every way its Maſter. 
JAFFEIR. 
No, there's a ſecret Pride in bravely dying. 
PIERRE. 
Rats die in Holes and Corners, Dogs run mad ; 
Man knows a braver Remedy for Sorrow. 
Revenge! che Attribute of Gods ; they ſlampt it 
With their great Image on our Natures: Diet 
Conſider well the Cauſe that calls upon thee: 
And if thou'rt baſe enough, die then: Remember 
Die — Damn firſt——what, be decently Interr'd ' 
With ftinking Rogues that rot in W y 
— 119 | 
„ 747711. 


PIERRE. na F 
Wen ſaid, out with it, ſwear 8 links— 
AFFEIR. 
9 Air! by Earth, by Heav'n and Hell, 
J will revenge my Zebvidera's Texan! 


Hark thee, my Friend Prinli——ig=——a Senator! : 


A Dog! 
„ ( 


PIERRE 2 
Shoot him. 


FAFFEIR. 
Wits all wy Heare, | 


No mere: Where ban we meet at Night ? 


© 


CF 
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| PIERRE. 
Ill tell thee; 
On the Rialto every Night at Twe's« 
I take my Evening's walk of Meditation ; 
There we two'll meet, and talk of precious Miſchie. 
JAFFEIR. 


PIERRE. 
JAFFETR. 

At any Hour; my Plagues 
Will keep me waking. Tell me why, good Heav'n,{ Ex. Pi. 
Thou mad'ſt me what | am, with all the Spirit, 
Aſpiring Thoughts, and elegant Defires 
That fill the happieſt Man'? Ahl rather why 
Didſt thou not form -me- ſordid as my Fate, 
Baſe- minded, dull, and fit to carry Burdens ? 
Why have I Senſe to know the Curſe that's on me ? 
Ts this juſt dealing, Nature ; Bebvidera : 


Farewel. - 


. Emer BzZLVID EAA. 
Poor Belvidera / 
BELFIDERA. 
Lead me, lead me, my Virgins, 
Ts that kind Voice. My Lord, my Love, my Refuge ! 
Happy wy Eyes, when they behold thy Face: 
My Heart. will leave its daleſul beat ing 
At fight of thee, and bound with ſprightful Joys. 
Oh ſmile, as when our Loves were in their Spring, 
And chear my fainting Soul. 
FAE 
As when our Loves 
Were in their Spring ? has then my Fortune chang'd ? 
Art thou not Bel/videra, ſtill the ſame, 
Kind, .good,.and tender, as my Arms firſt found thee ? 
If thou art alter d, where ſhall. I have harbour 3 


Where caſe my loaded Heart? Oh! where complain ? 
4 BEL 


+ 
\ 
| 
I 
J 
4 
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Does this m Hike. Changs, cr, Leve decaying, 
When thus I throw myſelf into thy Bom. 
With all the reſolution of Truth? 
Beats not my Heart as 'twould alarum thine 
To a new of bliſs ? I joy more in thee, 
Than did thy Mother when ſhe hugg d thee firſt, - 
And bleſs'd the Gods for all her Travel paſt. 

JF AFFEIR. © 

Can there in Woman be ſuch glorious Faith ? 
Sure all ill Stories of thy Sex are falſe ; 
Oh Woman! lovely Waman | Nature made there 
To temper Man: We had been Brutes without you, 
Angels are painted fair, to look like you : 
There's in you all that we believe of Heav'n, 


— 11 — TOE 
— and everlaſting Love. 
| BELFYIDERA. 


If Love be Treaſure, we'll be wond'rous rich ; 
I have fo much, my Heart will ſurely break with t; 
Vows can't expreſs it. When I would declare 


r war aa 

I ſwell and figh, and labour with my 
O lead me to fome Deſurt wide and 
Barren as our Misfojtunes, where my Soul 
May have its vent ; where 1 may tell aloud 
To the high Heavens and ev'ry lining Planet, 
With what a boundleſs ock my Boſom's fraught; 
Where I may throw my Arms about thee, 
Give looſe to Love with kindling Joy, 
And let off all the Fire that's in my Heart. 
FJ AFFEIR. 
Oh Bekvidera ! doubly I'm a Beggar, 
Undone by Fortune, and. indebt to thee ; - 
Want! worldly Want ! that hungrymeager Fiend ' 
Is at my Heels, and chaſes me in view. 


Cunt tes bear cold and Hunger? Ca ths Limbs, 
Fram'd 
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Fram'd for the tender Offices of Love, 

Endure the bitter Gripes of ſmarting Poverty, 

When baniſh'd by our Miſeries abroad, 

(As ſuddenly we thall be) to ſeek out 

(In ſome far Climate where our Names are Strangers) 
For charitable Succour ;. wilt thou then, 

When in a Bed of Straw we ſhrink 

And the bleak Winds ſhall white round our Heads ; 
Wilt thou then talk thus to me ? wilt thou then 


Huſh my Cares thus, and ſhelter me with Love ? 


BELFIDERA. 

Oh I will love thee, even in Madneſs love thee. 
Tho my diſtrated Senſes ſhould forſake me, 
T'd find ſome Intervals, when my poor Heart 
Should ſwage itſelf, and be let looſe to thine. 
Tho' the bare Earth be all our reſting Place, 

Tts Roots our Food, ſome Clift our Habitation, 
I'll make this Arm a Pillow for thy Head ; 

As thou ſighing Jy'ſt, and ſwell'd with Sorrow, 
Creep to thy Boſom, pour the Balm of Love 

Into thy Soul, 1 thy Reſt ; 


Then praiſe our God, and watch thee till the Morning. 


FAFFEIR. 

Hear this, you Heav'ns, and wonder how you made her 
Reign, rei arte dee ů— 
Buſy Rebeſlion ne'er will let you know 
Tranquility and Happineſs like mine; 
Like gaudy Ships th' ebſequious Billows fall 

riſe again, to lift you in your Pride; 

They wait but for a Storm, and then devour you : 
I, in my private Bark, already wreck'd, 
Like a poor Merchant driv'n on unknown Land, 
That had by chance pack'd up his choiceſt Treaſure 
In one dear Caſket, and ſav'd only that, 

Since I muſt wander ſurther on the Shore, 

Thus hug my little, but my precious Store; 

ED how. and truſt my Fate no more. _ 

| T 
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ACT WW 'SCHKkanL 


Enter Pitx RE and AQUILINA- 


AQUILINA. 
Y all thy Wrongs, thou'rt dearer to my Arms _ 
Than all the Wealth of Feaice: Pr'ythee fly, 
A ; 
PIERRE. 
No: There is Fool. 
There's Fool about thee : When a Woman fell 
Her Fleſh to Fools, her Beauty's loſt to me; 
They leave a Taint, a Sully where they've paſt ; 
There's ſuch a baneful Quality about em, 
E'cn ſpoils Complenions with their Naufroulaeſs, 
They inſect all they tovch; I cannot think 
Of taſting any thing a Fool has pall'd. 
ADUTLINSGA. 
I loath and ſcorn chat Fool thou mean, as much 
Or more than thou canſt ; but the Beaſt has Gold 
That makes him neceſſary: Power too, 


nal with /pecviſh | 
i In their Hearts 
looſe as I am ; but an ugly Power 
Sits in their Faces, and fights Pleafare from en. 

PIERRE. 
' Much good may't do you, Madam, with your See 
AQUILINGA. 

My Senator ! why, canſt thou think that Wretch 
E'er fill d thy 's Arms with Pleaſare? 
Think'f thou, becauſe I ometian | him leave 
To foil himſelf at what he is unfit 


* 


54 


Becane 1 force vyelf e age nd de ha, * c5 
Vor. III. Think 'n 
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e No, by all the Joys, 
ever gay Be, his Freliince is ay Penance ; 
worſt thing an old Man can be's a Lover. 
AE Las Ws 
I never lay by his decrepit ſide, 
But all that Night I ponder'd on my Grave. 
PIERRE. 
Would he were well ſent thither. 
AQUILIN A. 
That's my With too: 
For then my Pierre, I might have Cauſe with Pleaſure 
To play the Hy pocrite; Oh! how I could weep 
Over the dying Dotard, kiſs him too, 
In hopes to ſmother him quite ; then when the Time 
Was come to pay my Sorrows at his Funeral, 
(For he has already made me Heir to "Treaſures 
Wou'd make me oyt-at a real Widow's . :) 
How could I frame my Face to fit my Mourning ! 
With wringing Hands attend him to bis Grave, 
Fall ſwooning on his Hearſe : Take mad Poſſeſſion 
E'en of the diſmal Vault where he lay bury'd, 
There like th Ee Matron dwell, till thou, 
My lovely Soldier, com'ſ to my Deliverance; 
Then throwing up my Veil, with open Arms 
And laughing Fyes, run to new dawning Joy. 
IIA. 

No more ! I've Friends to meet me here to-night, 
And muſt be private. As you prize my Friendſhip, 
Keep up your Coxcomb: Let him not pry nor liſten, 
Nor fisk about the Houſe as I have ſeen him, 

Like a tame mumping Squirrel with a Bell on; 
Curs will be abroad to bite him, if you do. 
._ 4QUILINA. 
What Friends to meet ? may'nt I be of your Council ? 
.. _P#TERRE. 
How! A Woman ask Queſtions out of Bed ? , 
Go to your Sonnor, as him what pee 


— 
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Amongt his Breckren; he'll hide nothing from you : 
But pump me not for Politics. No more! 
Give-order that whoever in my Name 
Comes here, receive Admittance. So, good night. 

AQUILINA., 
Muſt we ne'er meet again ! Embrace no more 
bs Love DO PL | 


PIERRE. 
As you treat your Fool, III think on t. 
N 2 | 
Curt be all Focli——=l dis if he forfihes me: 


| And how to keep him, Heav'n or Hell inftruft me. (Exe. 
| SE ENT RIALTO 


Euter Javvnin. 


JAFFEIR. 

I'm here; and thus, the Shades of N . 
Ir = 
And I in Hell. Nay ſurely tis © with me; 

For every Step I tread methinks ſome Fiend 
Knocks at my Breaſt, and bids me not be quiet. 
I're heard how deſperate Wretches like myſelf, 
Have wander'd out at this dead time of Night 
'To meet the Foe of Mankind in his Walk : 
Sure I'm fo curſt, that tho' of Heav'n forſaken, 
No Miniſter of Darkneſs cares to tempt me. 
ws Hell! why ſleep i thoa ? 


Enter PI IAR. 


PIERRE. 


747 11 
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At vonder Moon : What's he that asks the Queſtion ? 


PIERRE. 
A Friend to Dogs, for they are honeſt Creatures, 
And ne'er betray their Maſters ; never fawn 
On any that they love not: Well met, Friend : 


Faffeir 
TAUFFEIR. 
r 
I was juſt going to pray 


Priefts make a Trade ot, and yet ſtarve by't too : 
No praying ; it it ſpoils Buſineſs, and Time's ads 
Where's Belvidera ? 
FAFFEIR. 
For a Day or two 


I've lodg'd her privately, till I ſee farther. 
What Fortune will do with me. Pr'ythee, Friend, 
If thou wouldſt have me fit to hear good Counſe), 


8 not of Belvidera ? 
a PIERRE. 
Not of her ? 
| JAFFEITR. 
Oh no! 
PIERRE. 
New wether FR ACT wt her well, 
A FAFFEIR. 
Whom well? . 
| PIERRE. 
Thy Wife, thy Behviders ; 


[ hops 6 Man may with his Fr 's Wife well, 
And no harm done 
4D 11 
You're merry, Pierre / 
PIERRE. 
I am ; 
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Well 


* 
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We'll all rejoice, here's ſomething to buy Pins. 
lou him @ Purſe. 
Marriage is chargeable. | 
FAFFEIR. 
I but half wiſht 


To fee the Devil, and he's here already. Well! 
What muſt this buy, Rebellion, Murder, Treaſon ? 
Tell me which way I muſt be damn'd for this. 
2 
When laſt we parted, we'd no Qualms like theſe. 
But entertain'd each other's like Men, 
Whoſe Souls were well acquai Is the World 
Reform'd fince our laſt ? What new Miracles 
Have happen d has Prial's relented ? 
Can he be honeſt? | | 


1 R, 
ws Diets Me Could 1 kill with Curſing, 
By Heav'n, I know not thirty Heads in Feaice 
Should not be blaſted ; Senators ſhould rot | 
Like Dogs ; but their Wives and Daughters 
Die of their own Diſeaſes. Oh for a Curcle 

To kill with! 


PIERRE. 
are much better 
| . 74. 
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PIERRE. 


FAFFEIR. 
But where are they ? 
PIERRE. 
Oh, a thouſand 
May be diſpor'd in honeſt Hands in Yenice. 
JA FFEITR. 
| Thou talk'ſt in Clouds. 
PIERRE. 
Bat yet a Heart half wrong'd 
As thine has been, would find the Meaning, Jar. 
FAFFEIR. 

A thouſand Daggers all in honeſt Hands ; 

And have not I a Friend will ftick one here? 
PIERRE. | 

Yes, if I thought thou wert not to be cheriſhe 
T' a nobler Purpoſe, I would be that Friend. 
But thou haſt better Friends ; Friends whom thy Wi 
Have made thy Friends; Friends worthy 0 be aal 455 
T1! truſt thee with a Secret; There are Spirits 
This Hour at work. But as thou art a Man, 

Whom I have pickt and choſen from the World, 

Swear that thou wilt be true to what I utter, 

And when Ive told thee that which only Gods, 

And Men like Gods, are privy to, then ſwear 

No Cinco ar Chaggy BEL wink X fees thy Bolour: 
FAFFEIR. 

' When thou wouldit bind me, is there need of Oaths? 
(Green-ficknefsGirls loſeMaidenheads with ſuch Counters) 
For thou'rt ſo near my Heart, that thou may'ſt ſee 
Its bottom, ſound its Strength and Firmneſs to thee: 
Is Coward, Fool, or Villain in my Face ? 
If I ſeem none of theſe, I dare believe 
Thou wouldſt not uſe me in a little Cauſe, 


Ha! 
' Daggers. 


For 
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For I am fit for Honour's tougheſt task ; 
Ner ever yer ound WE CE Cry: 
And for a villanous inglarious 
I know thy Heart ſo well. I dare lay mine 
Before thee, ſet it to what Point thou wilt. bY 
PIERRE. 

Nay, it's a Cauſe thoa wile be fond of, Tuſtin, 
For it is founded on the nobleft Baſis, 
Our Liberties, our natural Inheritance ; 
There's no Religion, no Hypocriſy in't; 


We'l do the Bulinefs, and ne'er faſt and pray fert 


Openly aft a Deed the World mall gane 
With wonder at, and envy when tis done. 


2 747711. 
For Liberty : 5 


F n 
or , my 

Thon ſhale be freed from baſe Prin. 
And thy. Fortunes heal'd again. 
I hall be freed from "thoſe 


p Right : Fools ſhall — 
From Wiſdom" juſt Right thoſe baleful unclean Birds, 


Thoſe lazy „ an 
Sit only watchful with their heavy Wings 

To cuff down new d Virtues, that would riſe 
To nobler Heights, and make the 


JAFFBEIER. 
What can 1 do? 


PIERRE. 

Canſt thou not. kill @ Senator ? 
FAFFBEIR. 

Were there one wile or honeſt, I-cogld kill him 
For herding with that Neſt of Fools and Knaves. 
By all my Wrongs, thou tale as af Revenge _. 
Were r 


8 : 


5 


s 


W 


By Love and Fri 
No Power, or Death ſhall make me falſe to thee. 
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| PIERRE. 
Swear then ! 
JFAFFERIR. 


And yon great ruling Planet of the Night! 
good Powers above, and ill below 
dearer than my Life ! 


. 1 my Hoare: 
we em 
A Council's held hard by, where the . 
Of this great Empires hatching : There LIl lead thee ! 
But be a Man, for thou'rt to mix with Men 
Fit to diſturb the Peace of all the World, 
And rule it when it's wildeſt—— 
JAFFEIR. 

I give thee Thanks 
For this kind warning: Yes, I'll be a Man, 
And charge thee, Pierre, when e'er thou ſeeſt my Fears 
Betray me les, to rip this Heart of mine | 
Out of my Breaſt, and ſhew it for a Coward's. 
Come let's be gone, for from this Hour I chace 
All little Thoughts, all tender human Follies 


Out of my Boſom : W 


nd 
PIERRE. 


And Liberty ! 
On FAFFEITR. 
Revenge Revenge — [Execun:. 


The enn changes to AQUILINA': . 
1 Grant Cartezan. 


Ar ere 
Why was my choice Ambition, the worſt ground 
A Wreidk' can build on? it's indeed at diſtance 
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A geodly Proſpef, tampting ws the View, 
Height delight the Mountain- 
1 — — — . 


But we ne'er think how ſaondy's the Foundation, 
What Storm will batter, and what Tempeſt ſhake us. 
Who's there ? . 
Enter Sp 1m 034. 
| SPINOSA 
Renault, Good-morrow| for by this time 
I think the Scale of Night has turn'd the Balance, 
And weighs up Morning: Has the Clock firuck Twelve? 
RENAULT, 
Yes ; Clocks will go as they are ſet: Bet Man, 
Man's ne'er coaſtant, never certain: 
| I've ſpent at leaſt three precious Hours of Darkneſs 
In waiting dull Attendance ; tis the Curſe 
Of diligent Virtue to be mixt, like mine, 
With giddy Tempers, Souls but half reſolv'd. 
8SPINOSA. 
Hell ſeize that Soul amongſt us, it can frighten. 
RENAULT. | 
What's then the Cauſe that I am here alone ? 


Why are we not together ? 
Zaum ETI o r. 


| O Sir; welcome! 
You are an Engl;Gman: When 'Treafon's h 
One might have thought you'd not have been behind hand 
In what Whore's Lap have you been aa 
_ Give but an Rh his Whore and Baie, 
Beef and a he's yours for ever. >: 
EL FOT. 


Frenchman, you ure ſaucy. 
How 


— | | 
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Enter Ds wn the Amboſſader, 1 
BAaAAM VIII, Durand, Brant, Revitiipo, 
13232 


BEDAMAR. 
At Difference ! fy : 
Is this a time for Quarrels ? Thieves and.-Rogues 
Fall out and brawl: Should Men of your high Calling, 


Men ſeparated by the Choice of Providence 
From the Heap. of Mankind, and ſet here 
In this A bly as in one great Jewel, 


T'adorn the braveſt Purpoſe it e'er {mil'd on; 
Should you, like Boys, wrangle for Trifles ? 


RENAULT. . 
| Boys! 
 BEDAMAR. 
e „ey Hand! 
© chooght 14 given my k 
t my Heart 
Long fince to every Man that mingles here ; ak 
But to find it truſted with ſuch Tempers, 
That can't forgive my frowand Age its Weakneſs. 


BEDAMAR. _. 
Eliot, thou once hadſt Virtue ; I have ſeen 
Thy ſtubborn Temper bend with god-like Goodneſs, 
Not half thus courted :. Tis thy Nation's Glory, 
To hug the Foe. that offers brave Alliance. 
Once more embrace, my Friendo—we'll all nba 
United thus, we are the mighty Engine | 
Muſt twiſt this rooted Empire from. its Bas ! 
Totters not.it-already ? 
| EL OT. 
Would n 
ADM. 
Nay it ſhall dawn; This Night we ſeal its Ruin. 


* 


Enter * 


Aro Dizcovan'p.. Ag 
Enter P 1 2 * n | 3 : I. 8 | 24 : 


Oh, Pierre, thou art welcome | ; 
Come to my Breaſt, for by is Hens hos look 


* 1 8 * * 
1 


eee 8 * 1557 vl 


oy” 2 - 


Or Pierre Cali. rn 5 


"Then to what we aim at, * 
When do we ſtart? or mult we tajk:for ever? | 
' BEDAMAR 

No, Pierre, the Deod's ne Bir: Faro func hav 
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If loſt, diſgraceful Ruin. - 1 
RENAULT. 
| What can loſe it ? 1 
The public Stock's a Beggar ; one Yenetian - 03 
Truſts not another: Look into their Stores 
Of general Safetyz empty Magazines, 
A tatter'd Fleet, a murmuring unpaid Army, 
Bankrupt Nobility, a harafs'd Ts 
A factious, giddy, and divided Senate, 
1s all the Strength of Venice: Let's deſtroy it; 
Let's fill their Magazines with Arms to awe them, 
Man out their Fleet, and make their Trade maintain it ; 
To fey ht Army on their Mafters, 
— 44 
Rr e 
Enſlave the Rout, whom ing will make humble; 
Turn out their ing Senate, and poſſeſs 
That Seat of Empire which our Soul's were fram'd for. 
PIERRE. 
Ten thoufand Men are armed, "or Ned, 
Commanded all by Leaders fit to guide 
A Battel for the Freedom of the World ; 
This wretched State has ftarv'd them in its Service. 
And by your Bounty eee they're reſolv'd 
Fo ſerve your Glory, and revenge their own : 
all their different Quarters in this City, 
Watch for d Alarm, and grumble tis fo tardy. 
I doubt not, Friend, but thy unwearied Diligence 
Has ſtill kept and it ſhall have Eaſe; 
Aſter this Night it is refolv'd we meet 
No more, till Vic own. us for her Lords. 
PIERRE. 
How lovely the Adriatic Whore, 
 Dref6'd in her Flames, ain tine! devouring Flames! 
e 
_ «And hiſs in her Foundation. 
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BEDAMAR 
ere is Crake 
Have Friends or Intereſt he'd wiſh to fave, 
Let it be told ; the Doom is feal'd'; 
But I'd forego the of x World's Empire, 
Rather than wound the Bowels'of my Friend. Drs 
PIERRE. 


I muſt confeſs, you hee ainct's my Werknek, 
] have a Friends hour is, end eh & ad? 
My Heart was ne'er that to him. Nay, I'll tell you. 
He knows the very Buſineſs of this Hour; 
But he rejoices in the Cauſe, and loves it : 
Weave d a Vow to live and die together, 
And he's at to ratify it here. 

CELELELOS 


PIERRE. 
— dealt nobly with your 
Tre brought my All into the Public Stock ; 1 
Pad but one Friend, and him I'll hare amongf# you ? 
Receive and cheriſh him: or if, when ſeen 
And ſearch'd, you find him worthleſs 3 as my Tongue | 
Has lodg'd this Secret in his faithful Brea, 


How! all betray's? 


To caſe your Fears I vere a Dagger here, 
and 


Shall rip it out again, and give you reſt. 
Come forth thou only Good I Cer could boaſt of, 


Enter Javysin witha Dagger: 


BEDAMAR © l 
His Preſence bean the ſhew of manly Virtue! 
JAFFEIR. 
1 know you'll wonder all, that thus uncall'd; 
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- Command this bend, if yop would have it quiet, | 
Into this Breaſt ; but if you. think it worthy 
To cut the Throats of reverend- Rogues. Rozen in Rakes... 
Send me into the curs'd aflembled Senate: 
It ſhrinks not, tho' I meet a Father there. 
Would you, behold this City flaming ? Here's 
A Hand ſhall bear a lighted Torch, at Noon 
$6 we e 
1 "Oita 
| You talk this well, Sir 
FAFFEIR. 
ö 
ee your E 
You fear, me a Villain; and indeed it's 
To hear a Stran ger talk thus at firſt meeting, | 
Of Matters that have been ſo well debated ; — 
But I come ripe with Wrongs, as you with Councils; 
1 hate this Senate, am a Foe to Fenice: 
A Friend to none, but Men refolv'd like me, 


To puſh on Miſchief. Oh did you but know me, 


My res 
BEDAMAR. 
Pierre! I muſt embrace him. 


My H f it knew 
y arti gl Mato i * 


I never lov'd theſe Huggers. 
JAFFEIR. 

Still I fee, 

The Cauſe delighta me not. Your Friends ſurvey me 

As I were dan t I come arm'd 

Againſt all Doubts, and to your Truſt will give 

A Pledge » ware regen ting of (hg WForkd can pay For. 

— 

Wonder's next ? 

TAG TELE 
nenn Sip, 


What 


1 PLO Dis Cc ov "mt * 
As | have-hencaforth bopes to call u ens 


Grave Guide of Councils, with ay Abend . — 
2 to ſparc a Woman's Bluſhes. 
| (ren all bar Bed: Ren. . 
BED AMAR. 
Whither re this Ceremony lead us? | 


—_ FETR. 
My Belvidera! 


| my Beloidera / a 


| Eater But vamnma a. 


BELVIDERA. mer 

| Who call».o lond at this late peaceful-Hour ! = 
That Voice was wont to come in gentle Whiſpers, 
And fill my Ears with the ſaſt Breath of Love :- 


Thou hourly Image of my Thoughts, where art thou ? 
PT TETS 
Indeed tis late. | 


227151224 
On; 1 have ſlept and dreame, 
And dreamt again: Where haſt thou beenthou'Loiterer > 
Tho' my Eyes clos'd, my — — 
Stretch'd. every way betwixt my broken Slumbers, 
To ſearch if thou wert come to crown-my Reit; 
There's no Repoſe withont-thee ; Oh the Day 
Too ſoon will break, and wake us to our Sorrow ;/ 
Come, come to Bed, and bid thy Cares Good -i ghe 
JMIFFBIR © 
Oh Beluidera! we mult Shen: - 
In which the paſt Delights of Life were taſted: 
The Poor ſieep little ; we muſt leaen dn watch 


Our Labours late, e 
Mid Winter-Frodts, thin ciad — 
mn, — 


Sr 
Alas ! where am II Sichen is'tiyou lead met ” 
Methinks 1 eadiDiftraion i your Fage! | 


v " 
* 


| 
| 
| 
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You know the reſt, Then ſtrike it to ber Heart 


leſs gentle than the Fate you tell me: 

You ſhake and tremble too ! your Blood runs cold! 
Heav'ns guard my Love, and bleſs his Heart with Patience. 
 "FUFFEIFR, © 
That I have Patience, let our Fate bear witneſs, 

Who has ordain'd it ſo, that thou and I, 


(Thou the divineſt good Man e er polſefs'd, 


And I, the wretched'ſt of the Race of Man) 


This very Hour, without one Tear, muſt part. 
BELFIDER A. 
Part! muſt we part? Oh am I then forſaken ? 
Will my Love caſt me off? have my Misfortunes 
Offended him fo highly, that he'll leave me? 


Why drag you from me? — - 


My Dear ! my Life | my Love ! 


FAFFEIR. 
Oh Friends! 
BEL VIDER 4. 
Speak to me. 
74 | 
1 | 


She'll gain ſuch hold elſe, I ſhall ne'er get looſe. 
I charge thee take her, but with tender'ſt Care, 
Relieve her Troubles and afſuage her Sorrows. 
RENAULT. 

Riſe, Madam! and command amongſt your Servants. 

| ES 
To you, Sirs, Honour, I bequeath ber, 
And with her this ; xd ah I prove 


[Gaves a 


And tell her, he who three whole happy Years 
r Vown of 9 incomdeg Lane, | 
The paſſionate Vows of ſtill i Love, 
Sent that Reward for all her Truth and 

| TEEN 


* take my Life, fince be las fold 


„ 


oa. 
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Or fend me to fome diflant Clime your Slave 3 
But let it be far off, leſt my Com 
Should reach his guilty Ears, ſhake his Peace. 

JF AFFEIR. 
No, Belvidera, I've contriv'd thy Honour ; 
Truſt to my Faith, and be but Fortune kind 
To me, as I'll preſerve that Faith unbroken. 
When next we meet, I'll lift thee to a Height, 
Shall gather all the World about thee, 
To wonder what ſtrange Virtue plac'd thee there. 
But if we ne'er meet more 

BELFIDERA.. 

Oh thou unkind one 

Ne er meet more ! have I 8 
Look on me, tell me ; ſpeak, thou dear Deceiver, 
Why am I ſeparated from thy Love ? 
If I am falſe, accuſe me ; but if true, 
Don't, pr'ythee don't in Poverty ſorſake me, 
E REY: 
vet hear me! yet recal me { Exexat Ren. Bed. and Belv- 


7472 


Oh my Eyes 
Look not that way, but turn yourſelves a while 
Into my Heart, and be wean'd all together. 


My Friend, where art thou? 


Back to her own-Apartment ; but, by Heav' . 4 

ed frog ney fe | 

ee JAFFEIR, 
pits , 


PIERRE. 
"Net for your Tile. | 741 
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Oh Pierre, wert thou but ſhe, 
How I could pull thee down into my Heart, 
Gaze on thee till my Eye-ſtrings crackt with Love, 
Till all my Sinews with. its Fire extended, 
Fixt me upon the Rack of ardent Longing ; 
Then ſighing, raging to be bleſt, 
Come like a panting Turtle to thy Breaſt, 
Confeſs the Cauſe why lait I fled away; 
Own 'twas a Fault, but ſwear to give it o'er, 
And never follow falſe Ambition more. [ Exrunt. 


: > 


ACT m. SCENE IL 
| Wen, and ber Maid. 


ARUILINGA. 
ELL him I am gone to Bed: Tell him I am not 
at Home ; tell him I've better Company with me, 
or any thing ; tell dia dues will hed hoe biep.. the 
eternal troubleſome vexatious Fool: He's worſe Com. 


pany than an ignorant Phyſician——-1'11 not be diſturb'd, 


at theſe unſeaſonable Hours. 
MATD. 
But, Madam ! he's here already, juſt enter'd the Doors. 


4QUILIN 4. 
Turn him, out again, you , uſeleſs, giddy- 


brain'd Aſs! if he will not be gone, ſet the Houſe 


a-fire and burn us both; I'd rather meet a Toad in my 
Diſh, — — Animal in my Chamber to 
Night. , 


Enter 


Emer Auron. 


ANTONIO. 
darry. I un come, like Yochps — pw" 7 
jar oy hong po we 
Nacky, Nacky, Queen Nacky-——come let's to 
you Fubbs, you Pugg you--—you — 

Tuzzy——l am a Senator, little Puſs——Parrce 
ALSUILINA. 

You are a Fool, I am ſure. 
ANTONIO. 

1 8 — 
tor 4 
Game at Romp, Nacky. b 

421 

Von would do well, Signior, to be troubleſome here 

— Ia 


ANTONIO. i 
Madons ! F 
AOUILINGA. 
„ home, Sir. Who am I? 
2 ANTONIO. - 
ws I r 
chou art my lietle Nicky, Nacky——mmmghat's all 
LRUILING. © 
I find you are 4% be woubleſome ; and fo to 
make ſhort of the matter in few words, I hate * 
you, loath you, I am weary of you, fick of 7 
hang you, you are an old, any, impertinent, — 
lol licitous Coxcomb; crazy in your Head, and lazy in 
your Body, lave o be medling with a+ rw pre of 
you had not Money, you.are good ſo 


2s 


2 
Home, 


ANT: 
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ANTONIO. 
Good for nothing ! Hurry durry, Tn try that preſently. 


Sixty-one Years Old, and good for nothing ; that's brave. 


[To the Maid.) Come, come, come, Mrs. Fiddle-faddle, 
turn you out for a Seaſon; go, turn out I fay, it is our 
Will and Pleaſure to be private ſome Moments—— out, 
out when you are bid t00—f Pats ber out and locks rhe Deer. 
Good for nothing, you ſay ? 
AQUILINMNA. 
Why, what are you good for ? 
ANTONTO. 

In the firſt place, Madam, I am old, and conſequently 
very wiſe, very wiſe, Madona, d'ye mark that? in the 
ſecond place take notice, if you pleaſe, that I am a Senator, 
and when I think fit can make Speeches, Madona. Hurry 
durry, rr 
then would make your Hair ſtand an end, Madera. 

 ARUILINA. 
What care I for your Speeches in the Senate-houle ? 
if you would be ſilent here, I ſhould thank you. 
ANTONTO. 


Why, I can make Speeches to thee too, my lovely 


Madona ; for example My cruel Fair one, 

. 
Since it is my Fate, that you ſhould with your Servant 
angry prove; tho' late at Night. I hope tis not too 
late with this to gain Reception for my Love —— There's 
1 
faytake it, or I'll throw it at your Head—how now, Rebel 
Truly, 3 ul confeſs your 

m 
Honour s ar prfent mot Eloquent indeed. 
ANT ONTO. 

Very well : Come now let's fit down and think upon't 
a little come fit, 1 fay——fit down by me a lie, my 
| Nicky Nacky, — down.) Hurry durry—g001 

for nothing 
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the Bull of Bulls, or any Bull. Thus 
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A UILINA. 


| No, Sir, if you pleaſe I can know my diſtance, and land. 


Stand : How, Marly wp rat Goal My Gor teas 
u 

exclaim with the Poet, " 

Show me @ Caje mere pitiful wobe can, 

A Woman and a falling Mas. 

Hurry durry———not fit don ee this ye Gods. 

You won't fit down ? 


ARQUILING 
No, Sir. 
 ANTON10. 
Then look you now, ſuppoſe me a Bull, « Baſan-Ball, 


up I get and with 
my Brows bong tarkas. , ual $94 hg 3 TY 
broo. Youwon't fit down, will ou -I bro. 
IZ, hike a Bull and drive: ber about, 
AQUILINGA. 

Well, Sir, I muſt endure this, [She fits down. 
Now your Honour has been a Bull, pray what Beaſt will 
your Worſhip pleaſe to be next ? 

. 

Now lll be a Senator 
Nicky r 
ſpit in my Face a little, 
pry'thee, Ee RE LET 
bit. pit, ſpit, ſpit, ſpit when you are bid I fay; 
do pr'ythee ſpit now, now, now ſpit : what you 
won't ſpit will you ? Then Tl be a Dog. | 
22] 
A Dog, my Lord! 

| INT ONIO. 
Ay, a Dog—and Il give thee this r'other Purſe to let 


ae Depend of mas, 


= y n Fin en 
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ARUILINA. 

Well, with all my Heart. But let me beſeech your 
Dogſhip to play your Tricks over as faſt as you can, that 
you may come to. ſtinking the ſooner, and be turn'd out 
of Doors as you deſerve. 

ANTONIO. 

Ay, ay,———no matter for that that ſhan't 
move me [He gets under the Table. ] Now bough 
waugh, bough waugh — [Barks like a Deg. 

AQUILINYA. 
Fold, hold, hold Sir, I beſeech you: what is't you 
do ? If Curs bite, they muſt be kickt, Sir. Do you lee, 
kickt thus. | 
ANTONTO. | 

Ay, with all my Heart: do, kick, kick on, now [1 
am under the Table, kick again—kick harder—harder 
yet, bough waugh, waugh, waugh, bough—odd, I“ 
have a ſnap at thy ſhins——bough waugh waugh, waugh 
bough—'odd ſhe kicks bravely 

| _AgQUILIN M. 

Nay, then I'll go another way to work with you : and 
I think here's an Inſtrument ke for the purpoſe ! 

[Ferches a Whip and a Bell. 
What, bite your Miſtreſs, Sirrah ! out, out of Doors you 
Dog, to Kennel and be hang'd—bite your Miſtreſs by 
the you [She whips bim. 


Na n loving: H 
 Nacky, now art too loving: 
durry, odd Til be a Dog no longer. ar 

- MEVIZLITN A. 
Nay, none of yout fawning -and grinning ; But be 
gone, or here's the Diſcipline ; What, bite your Miſtreſs 
by the Legs, Mungyrif ? out of Door hour, 


bout, 70 „ Sirfah! pv. 
n ä 
Tub is very barbarous ufige, Nuety, very us: 


Door, 
that 


look you, I will not g0o 1 will not fiir from the 


S K 2 


Inevitadle Ruin has nn 
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that | reſolve——burry durry, what, ſhut me out? 
(S. whips bim cat. 

AQUILING © 
Ay, and if you come here any more To-aight I'll 
have my Footmen lug you, you Cur: What, bize your 


poor Miſtreſs Nachy, Sirrah ! 


Emer Marr. 


MA 1 D. 
Heav'ns, Madam ! what's the matter ? 
[ He bowls at the Deer like « Deg. 
A SUILINGKG © 
cular tc EE 


Eater tau Foorusn, 


MAID. 
They are here already, Madam; the Ine is all 
alarm'd with a firange Noiſe, that no body knows what 


AQUILINA. 

Go all of you and turn that troubleſome Beaſt in the 
next Room out of my Houſe—lf I ever ſee him within 
theſe Walls again, without my leave for his Admittance. 
you ſneaking I'l have you poiſon d all, 
ſon'd like Rats: every Corner of the Houſe ſhall of 
one of you: Go, and learn hereafter mn 
ſure. So now for my Pierre: 


to make of, 


Thus when the Godlike Lover is diſpleas'd, 
We benen our Fool, and he's pred [Enna 
$CRNDM 
Enter Butvipuna 
BELYIDERA. 


Im Gerked1 Fi Bt 1 Berty'd to Shame? ** 
© 1 © "No 


Ot OE AR IEG Ac 3 1 wa ng 1 8 — — 
x . 
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No ſooner was I to my Bed repair d, CE. 
To weigh and (weeping) ponder my Condition, 


But the old hoary Wretch, to whoſe falſe Care 

My Peace and Honour was entruſted, came 

(Like Targuir) ghaſtly with inſernal Luft, 

Oh thou Roman Lucrece / thou could' find Friends « to 
vindicate thy Wrong ; 

I never had but one, and he's „ proved Ae; 

He that ſhould guard my Virtue, has betray'd it; 

Left me! undone me! Oh that I could hate him! 

Where ſhall I go! Oh whither, whither wander? 


Enter JAFFELR. 


JF AFFEIR. 
Can Belvidera want a Reſting-place, 
When theſe poor Arms are open to receive her? 
Oh 'tis in vain to ſtruggle with Deſires 
Strong as my Love to thee; for every Moment 
I'm from thy fight, thy Heart within my Boſom 
Moans like a tender Infant in its Cradle, 
Whoſe Nurſe had left it: Come, and-with the Songs 
Of gentle Love perſuade it to its peace. 
BELYFIDER A. | 
I fear the ſtubborn Wanderer will not own me ; 
Tis grown a Rebel to be rul'd no longer, 
Scorns the indulgent Boſom that firſt lull'd it; 
And, like a diſobedient Child, diſdains 
The foft Authority of Bebvidera. 
FJ AFFEIR. 
There was a Time 
BELYFIDER A. 

Yes, yes, there was a time 
When Bekvidera's Tears, her Cries, and Sorrows, 
Were not deſpis d; when if ſhe chanc'd to ſigh, 

Or look bat fad there was indeed a time 
When aſt rould have ta'en her in his Arms, 


ard ꝗ—— 
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And never left her till he found the Cauſe. 

But let her now weep Seas, | 

Cry till he rend the Earth; feb all the bart 

Her Heart aſunder ; ſtill he bears it all, 

Deaf as the Wind, and as the Rocks unſhaken. 
AFFEIR. 

Have I been ? am I that Rock yamor'd, 

Againſt whoſe Root, Tears beat, and Sighs are ſent 
In vain have I beheld thy Sorrows calmly g | 
Witneſs againſt me, Heav'ns, have I done this ? 

Then bear me in a Whirlwind back again, 

And let that Dear one ne'er forgive me. 

Oh thou too raſhly cenſureſt of my Love! 

Could then but wink ba | aa rang ah Night, 

Dark and alone, no Pillow to my Head, 

Reſt in my Eyes, nor Quiet in my Heart, 

Thou wouldſt not, Bebvidera, — thou wouldft not, 

A Wi Gr Rn 

rrp |. Wings, come ſettle on my Breaft, 
warm Comfort there, ere Sorrows freeze. 

BELYFIDER A. 

Why then, poor Mourner, in what baleful Cornet 
Haſt thou been talking with that Witch the Night ? 
On what cold Stone haſt thou been ftretch'd 
Gathering the grumbling Winds about thy Head, 
To mix with theirs the Accents of thy Woes ! 
Oh now I find the Cauſe my Love forlakes me 
I am no longer fit to bear a ſhare 
In his Concernments: My weak female Virtue, 
Muſt not be truſted; Tis too frail and tender. 

PIERRE. 
Oh Porcia ! Percia ! What a Soul was thine ? 
BELFIDERA.. 

That Porcia was a Woman; and when Bratss, 
Big with the Fate of Rome, (Heav'n guard thy Sessel) 
Conceal d from her the Labours of his Mind, 
She let him ſee her Blood was 4 nd aa 
Vor. III. 


10 


* bl 1 * * "© 


Flow'd 
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Flow'd from a Spring as Noble, and a Heart 
Fit to partake his Troubles, as his Love: 
Fetch, fetch that Dagger back, the dreadful Dower 
Thou gav'ſt laſt Night in parting with me; firike it 
Here to my Heart, and as the Blood flows from it, 
Judge if it run not pure as Care's Daughter's. 
 FAFFEIR. 
Thou art too good, and I indeed unworthy, 
 Unworthy ſo much Virtue : Teach me how 
I may deſerve ſuch matchleſs Love as thine, 
And ſee with what attention I'll obey thee. 
BELFIIDERA. 
Do not deſpiſe me: That's the All I ask. 
; JT AFFEIR. 
Deſpiſe thee ! Hear m 
BELYVIDERA | 
| f Oh thy charming Tongue 
| Is but too well acquainted with my Weakneſs ; 
| | Knows, let it name but Love, my melting Heart 
I! Diſſolves within my Breaſt ; till with clos'd Eyes 


1 I reel into thy Arms, and all's forgotten, 
/  JAFFEITR. 
1 g What ſhall I do? 
Fi 1 BELYFIDERA. 
22 Tell me! be juſt, and tell me 
Why dwells that buſy Cloud upon thy Face? 
Why am I made a Stranger ? why that Sigh, 
And I not know the Cauſe ? Why when the World 
Is wrapt in Reſt, why chooſes then my Love 
To wander up and down in horrid Darkneſs 
Loathing his Bed, and theſe defiring Arms ? 
Why are theſe Eyes bloodſhot with tedious watching ? 
Why ſtarts he now ? and looks as if he wiſht 
His Fate were finiſh'd ? Tell me, caſe my Fear; 
Leſt when we next time meet, I want the power 
To ſearch into the ſickneſs of thy Mind, 
But talk as wildly then as thou lookeft now. 
| . 


F. 


| That boalts its Purity with Care's 
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7477114. 


BELFIDER 4. 
Why was I laſt Night deliver d to a Villain ? 
JA FIX. 
Hah, a Villain! 
BELFYIDER A. 
Yes ! to a Villain! Why at ſuch aqgtHour 
Meets that Aſſembly all made up of Wretches, 
That look as Hell has drawn em into League 
Why, 1 in this Hand, and in that a Dagger 
Was I deliver'd with ſuch dreadful Ceremonies ? 
+ To you, Sirs, and your Honour I bequeath her, 
* And gar" her this : Whene'er | prove unworthy, 
+ You know the reſt, chen ſtrike it to her Heart? 


Oh Pau / 


Oh why's that 7% couceal'd from me? muſt I 


Be made the Hoſtage of a helliſh Truſt? 
For ſuch I know 1 am ; that's all my Value 
Kut by the Love and Loyalty I owe thee, 
I tree thee from the of theſe Slaves; 
S:rait to the Senate, tell em all 1 know, 
A!l that think, all that my Fears inform me. 
J AFFEIR. 
Is this the Reman Virtue! this the Blood 
Daughter ! 
Would ſhe have c'er betray'd her Brat, ? 
BELFVIDERA. 
No, 


For Brutus truſied her: Wert thou fo kind, 
What would not Bebvidera ſuffer for thee ? 
471741. 
| hall undo myſelf, and tell thee all. 
BELFIDER 4. 
Look not upon me as I am a Woman, 
But as a Bone, thy Wife, thy Friend; who loog 
Has had admiſſion to thy Heart, and there 


Study'd the Virtues of GI . 
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Thy Conſtancy, thy Courage, and thy Truth, 
Have been my daily Leſſon: I have learn'd em, 
And bold 25 thou, can ſuffer or deſpiſe 
The worſt of Fates for thee ; and with thee ſhare em. 
F AFFEIR. | | 
Oh you divineſt Powers ! look down and hear 
My Prayers! inſtrut me to reward this Virtue ! 
Yet think a little, Ne thou tempt me further; 
Think I've a Tale to tell will ſhake thy Nature, 
Melt all this boaſled Conſtancy thou talk'ſt of 
Into vile Tears and deſpicable Sorrows : 
Then if thou ſhould'ſt betray me! 
 BELFIDERA. 
Shatl I Gear ? 
FAFFEIR. 
No, do AE" I would not violate 
'Thy tender Nature with fo rude a Bond : 
But as thou hop'ſt to ſee me live my Days, 
And love thee long, lock this within thy Breaſt ; 
I've bound myſelf by all the ſtricteſt Sacraments, 
Divine and Human 
BELFYFIDER A. 
Speak 
FAFFEIR. 
To I. A thy Father 
3 EZLVID ERA. 
My Father! 
JAFFEIX. | 
Nay the Throats of the whole Senate 
Shall bleed, my Belvidera He amongſt us 
I hat ſpares his Father, Brother, or his Friend, 
I; damn'd. How rich and beauteous will the Face 
Of Ruin look, when theſe wide Streets run Blood; 
I, and the glorious Partners of my Fortune 
Shouting, and ftriding o'er the proſtrate Dead, 
Still to new waſte; whilſt thou, far off in Safety 
Smiling, ſhalt ſee the wonders of our daring ; | 


IPror Dis covE Ao. 269 


And when Night comes, with Praiſe and Love receive me. 
BEL VIDERA4. 


' 
ol JAFFEIR. 
Have s care, aod Qriak not even io thooght ! 
ran 
JAFT FEIN. 
I know it, thou wilt kill me. 
Do, ſtrike thy Sword into this Boſom : Lay me 
Dead on the Earth, and then thou wilt be ſaſe. 
Mare ys CEE 
Has perſccuted me to my U 
Driven me to baſeſt Wants ; can * behold him, 
With Smiles of V n 
The ſacred Fountain of my Life deſtroy d? 
And canſt thou ſhed the Blood that gave me Being 
Nay, be a Traitor too, and fell thy Country? 
Can thy great Heart deſcend fo vilely low, 
Mix with hit'd Slaves, Bravoes, and common Stabbers, 
Noſe-flitters, Aliy-lurking Villains ! Join 8 
With ſuch a Crew, and take a Ruſkan's Wares, 
To cut the Throats of Wretches as they ſleep ? 
 FIFFBIR 
Thou wrong'ſt me, Beividera ! I've engag'd 
With Men of Souls : Fit to reform the Ills 
Of all Mankind : There's not a Heart amongſt them, 
But's tout as Death, yet honeſt as the Nature 
Of Man firſt made, ere Fraud and Vice were Faſhions. 
32719124. 
What's he, to whoſe curſt Hands laſt Night thou ga- I. 


Was that well done? Oh ! I could tell a Story (me? 
1 Lion-Heart out of its Den, 
JAFFEIR 
| Speak on I charge thee ! 
BELVIDERA. 
Oy Love! iſ ene 
M 3 5 Thy 


4 
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Thy Belvidera's Peace deſerve thy Care, 
Remove me from this Place : Laſt Night, laſt Night! 
F AFFEIR. 
Diſtract me not, but give me all the Truth. 
BELFIDERA. 
No ſooner wert thou gone, and I alone, 
Left in the Power of that old Son of Miſchief ; 
No ſooner was I lain on my fad Bed, 
But that vile Wretch approach'd me; looſe, unbutton'd, 
Ready for Violation : Then my Heart | 
Throbb'd with its Fears: Oh how I wept and ſigh'd, 
And ſhrunk and trembled ; wiſh'd in vain for him 
That ſhould protect me. Thou, alas | wert gone. 
FT AFFEIR. 
Patience ! ſweet Heav'n, 'till I make Vengeance ſure. 
BELYFIDER A. 

He drew the hideous Dagger forth thou gav'ſt him, 
And with upbraiding Smiles he ſaid, ©* Behold it, 
This is the Pledge of a falſe Husband's Love:“ 
And in iy Arms then preſt, and would have claſp'd me ; 
But with wy Cries I ſcar'd bis coward Heart, 

Till he withdrew, and mutter'd Vows to Hell. 

Theſe are thy Friends ! with theſe thy Life, thy Honour, 

Thy Love all fiak'd, and all will go to ruin. 
 FAFFEITR. 

No more: I charge thee keep this Secret cloſe; 
Clear up thy Sorrows, look as if thy Wrongs 
Were all forgot, and treat him like a Friend, 
As no Complaint were made. No more; rotire, 
Retire my Life, and doubt not of my Honour ; 
IM heal its Failings, and deſerve thy Love. 

_ SELVFIDERA. 

Oh ſhould I part with thee, I fear thou wilt 

1n Anger leave me, and return no more. 
FAFFBEIR. 

Return no more I would not live without thee 

Another Night to Purchaſe the Creation. 2 
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BELFIDER A. 
When ſhall we meet again ? 
FAFFEIR. 
Anon at Twelve ! 
I'll fieal myſelf to thy expecting Arms, 
Come like a travell'd Dove, and bring thee Peace. 


BELFYIDER 4. 
Indeed ! | 
FAFFEIR, 
By all our Loves! | 
BELFIDER A. 
A "Tis bard to part: 
But ſure no Falſhood ever look d fo fairly, 
Farewel, remember Twelve. [ Exit. 


7477114 
Let Heav'n forget me 
When I remember not thy Truth, thy Love. 
How curſ 1s my Condition, toſ d and juſtled 
From every Corner; Fortune's common Fool, 
The Jeſt rr 
For Villains Logds of ſhame upon, 
And drive about jk far their Eaſe and Scorn 


Enter Prank ne. 


PIERRE. 
Jaffeir ! . 
3 
PIERRE. 

A Friend, that could have wiſh'd 


T' have found thee otherwiſe employ'd : What, hunt 
A Wife on the dull Soil! ſure a ſtanch Husband, 

Of all Hounds is the dulleſt ? Wilt thou never, 

Never be wean'd from Caudles and 
What feminine Tale haſt thou been to, 
Of nn 
By thin-fol'd Shoes? Damnation | that a Fellow 


M 4 Choſen 


? 
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Choſen to be a Sharer in the Peſtruction 
Of a whole People, ſhould ſneak thus in Corners 
Jo eaſe his fulſom Luſts, and fool his Mind. 
AFFEIR. 
May not a Man trifle out an Hour 
With a kind Woman, „ 
PIERRE. 
Not in a Cauſe like ours. 
747771. 
Then Friend, our Cauſe 
Is in a damn'd Condition: For I'll tell thee, 
That Canker-worm call'd Lercbery, has touch'd it; 
Tis tainted vilely : Wouldft thou think it, Renau/, 
(That mortify'd old wither'd Winter Rogue) | 
Loves fimple Fornication like a Prieſt. 
I found him out for waterin at my Wife : 
He viſited her laſt Night, like a kind Guardian : 
Faith ſhe has ſome Temptations, that's the Truth on't. 
PIERRE. 
He durſt not wrong his Truſt ! | 
FI FFEIR. 
| - 3 "UW 
To take the Freedom of a Lady's Chamber. 


PIE R RZ. 
Was ſhe in Bed?) 
| AFFE 7 K. 
es, faith, in Virgin Sheets 
White as her Boſom, Pierre, diſh'd neatly up, 
Might tempt a weaker Appetite to taſte. 
Oh how the old Fox ſtunk I warrant thee, 
When the rank Fit was on him. 


PIERRE. 
Patience guide me 


He n 0 
AFFEIR. 


No, no! out on't, Violence ! 


Play'd with her Neck; bruſt'd her with his grey Beard, 
| Struggl d 


ing late tho? 
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and towz'd, tickl'd her till ſhe ſqueak d a Little, 


— 
May be, or ſo— but not a jot of Violence 
PIERRE. 
Damn him. 
FF AFFEIR. 


Ay, ſo fay I: But huſh, no more on't; 
All hitherto is well, and | believe 
Myſelf no Monſter yet: Tho' no Man knows 
What Fate he's born to: Sure tis near the Hour 
We all ſhould meet for our concluding Orders : 

Will the Ambaſſador be here in Perſon? 
PIERRE. 

NS: be has ſent Commiſion to that Villain 
Renault, to give the executing Charge; 

I'd have thee te's Sh Wa 
And keep thy Temper ; for a brave Revenge 
Ne er comes too late. | 

FAFFEIR. 

Fear not, I'm cool as Patience: 

Had be compleated my Diſhonour, rather 
Than hazard the Succeſs our Hopes are ripe for, 
I'd bear it all with morifying Vine. 

1 4 are | 8 

e's yonder , 
His Thoughts ſeem n 

7422 
Prythee, retire and leave me 
With him alone ; I'll put him to ſome Trial, 
Sce how his rotten-Part will bear the Touching. 
| " PIERRE. 
Be careful then. | " [Exie. 
AFFEIP. 
| lay, never doubt, but truſt me. 
What, be a Devil ! take a damning Ot. 
t or ſhedding native Blood ! can there be a Sin 
21 enn 
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RENAULT. 
Perverſe | and Peeviſh ! what a Slave is Man! 
To let his i Fleſh thus get the better of him ! 


Diſpatch the Tool her Hausband that were well. 
Who's there? | 


FT AFFBIR. 
A Man. 
RENAULT. 
My Friend, my near Ally! 
The Hoſtage of your Faith, my beauteous Charge, 
Is very well. 
. FJ AFFEITR. 
Sir, are you ſure of that? | 
Stands ſhe in perfect Health ? Beats her Pulſe even 
Neither too hot nor cold ? 
RENAULT. 
What means that Queſtion ? 
JAFFEIR. 
Oh Wemen have fantaſtic Conſtitutions, 


Inconſtant as their Wiſhes, always wavering, 
And never fixt ; was it not boldly done 
Even at firſt Sight to truſt the thing I lov'd 
(4A tempting Treaſare too l) with Youth fo fierce 
And vigorous as thine ? but thou art honeſt. 

RENAULT. 

Who dares accuſe me ? 
FAFFEIR. 
Curſt be he that doubts 

Thy Virtue ; I have try'd it, and declare, 
Were I to chuſe a Guardian of my Honour, 
I'd put it in thy keeping: For I know thee. 


REANAUET. 
Know me 
AFFEIR. 
Ay, know thee : here's po Falſhood in thee, 


Thou 
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Thou look ſt juſt as thou art: Let us embrace. 
Now wouldft thou cut my Throat, or I cut thine ? 
RENAULT. 


You dare not do t. - 
| J AFFEIR, 
You lye, Sir. 


RENAULT. 


_—. 
JAFFEIR. 
| TT No more. 
'Tis a baſe World and muſt Reform, that's all. 


Enter Srixosa, Tutsobont, Erior, Revittino, Do- 
RAND, BAAUviit, and the % of the Conſpiraters. 
Spine/a ! Theodore ! 

SPINOS A. 
The ſame. 
R ENAULT. 
| You are welcome ! 
| SPINOS A. 
You are trembling, Si-. 


RENAULT. 
'Tis a cold Nigh 


How! 


t indeed, and I am | 
Full of Decay and natural Infirmities ; 2 — 
We ſhall be warm, my Friend, I hope to- morro-w-. 
7 PIERRE. 
Twas not well done ; thou bela ave uin him, 
And not have gall'd him. EU | { 


JAFFEIR. 
Damn him, let bis 48 ma 


Heav'n ! where am I? beſet with curſed Fiends, - 
That wait to damn me: What a Devil's Man, 
When he forgets his Nature—huſh, my Heart. 
RENAULT. 
My Friends, tis late: 8 
WMW nm | 


224 
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THEODORE. 
At hand, 
RENAULT. 
S Ivo 
lere 


RENAULT. 
AB, amucil. 
BRAMPEIL. 


RENAULT. 
 Durend and Brabe. | 
DURAND. 


£3 Command us; 
We are both prepar d! | 
RENAULT. © 
| . 
Term, Rerraß; oh you've Men I find, 


I'm ready. 


Fit to behold your Fate, and meet her Summons; 


To-morrow's riſing Sun muſt fee you all 
Deck'd in your Honours ! are the Soldiers ready ? 


411. 
All, all. 


RENAULT. 


4 
With the like Number Bramvril to the Procurale. 


Be all chis done with the leaſt Tumult poffible, 
Till in each place you poſt ſufficient Guards: 


— TONAL Con MET pos mans. 


SEFEIR. 

Oh reveread '-Damn'd bloody Villain ! 
is RENAULT... 

Dwing this Execution, Duwand, you 
Maitin the midi keep your Battalia faſt; 


9 * 
;  FPrLoT Drscoven's. 
And mene to plant the Cannon 


a (if_it dare ni. 
Batter't to Ruin, But: 
Shed Blood 

Name nor 


If let's kill the 


— — 


„ „ Mio 
Mercilefs, hofrid Slave Ay, n! 
Shed Blood 


old Renault : 1125232 
RENAULT. 

But one thing more, and then farewel till Fate 
Join us again, or ſeparate us ever : 
Firſt let's embrace. Hibs kane wt ahi ets; 
Vijng ye together: Bat let's all remember 

wear no common Cauſe upon our Swords : 

Let each Man think that on his Virtue 
Depends the Good and Fame of 
Eternal Honour or perpetual Infamy. 
Let us remember thro' what dreadful Hazards 
Propitious Fortune hitherto has led us, 
How often, on the Brink of ſome "M1 
Have we ſtood tottering, yet fill kept our Ground 

So well, that the buſick Searchers ne er could follow 
| Thoſe ſubtle Trafls which pennies all Sulpicien. 


Te Ou 
| TAFFEIR. 21 
| No: with moſt Attention 
Pre beard it ll OT APY 1 
| IAI. 
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Tho' there be 2. — 7 hem and Bgjn, 
— ns Le nl . 
as 
Never did @ profopnd Repale fors-rup 


Calamity ſo great; N gar Fortune 
Has blinded the moft — fb 

Strengthen'd the f ulleft, charm 'd the ſuſpeA 
Confounded the moſt ſubtle : 12 a 
We live my Friends, and quickly tall our Life | 
Prove fatal to theſe Tyrants : Let's conſider 
That we deſtroy C ppreſhon, Avarice, 

A People nurs'd up equally with Vices 

And loathſome Luſts, which Nature moff abhors, 
And ſuch as — Tr 22 


FF 
| vi to 
And ſhew me of + Bs CL Pace? Fahy have loſt it. [Exit. 


RENAULT. 
Without the leaff Remorſe then let's reſolve 
re and Sword t 'exterminate theſe Tyrants ; . 
A we ſhall behold | thoſe curſt Tribunals, 
Stain'd by the Tears and Suffering s of the Innocent, » 
Burning with Flames, rather | from Heav'n than ours, 
The raging, furious, and unpitying Soldier 
Pulling his reeking for abr Boſoms 
Of gaſping Wretches jn ter, 
With all, that fad Diſorder can n 
To make a Spectacle of Horrot ; hen. 
Then let ys call to wind, my deareſt Friends, | 
That there js nothing pure 72 che Earth; 
That the moſt valu'd things have moſt Allays, 
And that in change of all thoſe vile Enormuties, 


Under whoſe er wretched Country labour, 
The Means are ot jp gue Fn eo grown them. 


4 PO DP35comer”y. 0 
To gullans ids, rocond this Cty, [and las it. 
Nl. 
Thus happy, thus ue of all ae with for, 
| Should there, my Friends, be layed among us anc 
Falſe to this glorious Eaterprize, bet Fae, 17 2 
What Un for ſuch a Villajo ? 


OT. 
Death here; without R 1 
RENAULT. - 
Let that be my Ly, if go have] fad, 


Lied by tA INTO . 


Tho' I had 
ei tho one Hour 

lad given us Buth, one Fomupe fed our Wants, 
One caly Love; andthe bores etration 4 
Still nu d our Minds; could L have ſuch a Friend 
Join'd in this Cauſe, and had but ground to fear 


He meant foul play ; may this right hand drop from me, 
If m_ — _ 


And ftab his: 40 the Heart before you; Who? 
Who would do le ! Wouldh thes pou Rimen the frote 2 
 FIBRRS. 

© You've ſingled me, Si, put for this hard Queſtion, 
As if 'twere ſtarted only for my fake ! 
Am | the thing you ſear Here, dere, my Roſom, | 
Search jt with all your Swgrds! am-1 a Traitor ? "OM 
* K 4 N F | U AS. „ 
No: But I fear your late. commended Friend 

1s little les: Come, Sira, tis nom no time 1-4 ths 
| To ville with our Safety. Where's this Jeffeir? Big 
SPINOSMA.- 4 
He left the Room jut now in range Diſorder. 
RENAIULYS. | 

Nay, . there is danger in him: 1 oblary'd him 
During the Time I took for 
He was rnſported rom e deep dre 
To a Confulion which he could act nber. 


. 


1 
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His Looks grew full of Sadneſs and Surprize, 
All which betray'd a wav ring Spirit in him, 
That labour'd with ReluQancy and Sorrow. 


What's for Safety, muſt be done 
With Execution, he remains 
Yet in our a 
is 32 PIERRE. 
Well. 
RENAULT. 
And I could wiſh it. 
PIERRE. 
Where? 
15 RENAULT. 
Bury d in his Heart. 
PIERRE. 


Away ! we're yet all Friends; 
No more of this, ewill breed i! Blood among us. 
SPINOS 4. 
Let us all draw our Swords, and ſearch the Houſe, 
| Pull him from the dark Hole where he fits brooding 


| O'er his cold Feare, and each Man kill his Share of him. 
PIE/RRE. + 
Who talks of killing ? who's he'll ſhed the Blood 


your 
Yet not a Word ? Then Sir, Pl tell y* 


a Suſpicion's but at beſt a Coward's Virtue ! [To Ren. 


RENAULT. 
A C [Handles bis Savers. 
PIERRE. 
Put up thy Sword, old Man, 
Thy Hand ſhakes at it; come, let's heal this Breach, 
I am too ae We yet all Hve Friends. 
1 S8PINOSA. 
n we ae foe, our Friendſhip canoe 


be ſo. 
DE LERRE- 
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| PIERRE. 

* Who's that ? 
SPINOS A. 
| "Twas I. 
THEODORE. 
And I. 
REFILLIDO. 


ELIOT. 
RENAULT. 


n 
Let's die like Men, and not be fold like Slaves. .. | 
PIERRE. 
One ſuck Word more, by Heav's, I'll 4 the Senate, | 
And hang ye all like Dogs, in Cluſters, 
Why peep your Cope nao gy hes ? | 
Why do you not all brandiſh them like mins ?:? 9 
You fear to die, and yet dare talk of killing. 
RENAULT. 
| Goto the Senate and betray us; haſte, 
Secure thy wretched Liſe ; —— 
Lob thas thay deetiibhe banadis 1 
521424 RE . 
: Fear'ſt not thou Death ? Fy, there's a Knavih Itch 
In that ſalt Blood, an utter Foe to ſmanting. 
Had Jaffr's Wike prov'd bind, he'd fill been true. 4 
that ſtinks? | 
r or thou, or thou, 
Or thou, with that lean, wither'd, wretched Face ! 
Away, diſperſe all to your ſeveral Charges, 
And meet — Mos Sas 
TI! bring that whoſe Blood you ſo much thirſt for, 
n 


Hence 
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Hence, hence, I ſay. [Exit „ "4rd 
 'S$PINOSA:: ff 
I fear we've been to blame ; and done too much. 
THEODORE. 
*T was too far urg'd againſt the Man you lov'd. 
REFILLIDO. 
Here take our Swords; and ctuſh them with your Feet. 
Lat. SPINOSA.- 
Forgive us, gallant Friend. 
PIERRE. 
Nay, now you've found 
The way to melt, and caſt me as you will : 
Pll fetch this Friend and give him to your Mercy. 
Nay he ſhall die, if yqu will take him from me. 
ng hr mr — — 
would not have him torn Villains, 
eien N EY 
| $PINOSS. 


[KNo5 wy 56 bock 
Prin and fill the World wich Fame! | 
PIERRE. 2 
Now ye'are too K Whence roſe all this Diſcord ? 
r 57 
How near a Fall was all we 12 
Wen beet Bhs bad fab e et 
If one, the braveſt and the beſt of Men 


1 Had fall'n a Sacrifice to raſh Suſpicion ! 


Butcher'd by thoſe, whoſe Cauſe he came to cheriſh : 
Oh could you know him all as I have known him, 


by. | How. good he is, bow jut, how true, how brave, 


You would not leave this Place till you had ſeen him; 
Humbled yourſelves before him, kiſe'd his Feet, 


* the worſt of Follies. 
err are., al your Doubts tall end, 7 
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Ac TW UN Furs 


Emer lar ee 


74 FEI 


Here doſt thou lead me ? Every flep I move, 
Methinks I tread upon ſome mangled Limb 


= Of a rack'd Friend : h £ 
| Where are we wand'ring? | 


BELVIDERA. as 
| | To eternal Honour ; ur; 
Ted a Deol thall chronicle the dikiniay 2 
Amcng the glorious Legends of thoſe fr 
That have iav'd inking Nations! thy — | 
Shall be the future Song | 1 


I 
Remember bun that prope he Fall of Venice. | 
Rather, remember him, *. Wann 1+ 42h 
The ſacred Bonds of Oaths and holier 44 i} 
In fond Com to = Woman's Tears — EF. 
Forgot his Vine, Tn and Honour, 
To ſacrifice the Boſom that reliev'd him. 5 
Why wilt thou damn me 2 7 
22119224 * 
| i A 
| ** 
TP 
Tell all thy Friends how dangeroudy denn me, A 
And let thy Dagger do its bloody ο ] *Y 


/ 


* 93233 G _ 
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Oh that kind „Jaſteir, how twill look, 
Struck thro' my ; drench'd in my Blood to th'Hilts, 
Whilſt theſe poor dying Eyes ſhall with their Tears 
No more torment thee ; then thou wilt be free: 
Or if thou think I it nobler ; let me live 
Till Tm a Victim to the hateful Luft 
Of that infernal Devil, that old Fiend. 
That's damn'd himſelf, and would undo Mankind. 
Laſt night, my Love! 
JAFFEIR. 
| Name, name it not again, 
It ſhews a beaftly Image to my Fancy, 
Will wake me into Madneſs. Oh the Villain! 
That durſt approach ſuch Purity as thine, 
On Terms ſo vile: DeſtruQtion, ſwift Deſtruction 
Fall on my coward Head, and make my Name 
The common ſcorn of Fools, if 1 forgive him ; 
I I forgive him! if I not 


With utmoſt Rage, and moſt unſtaying Fury 
Thy Suffering, . 
32 T7194. 

Delay no longer then, but to the Senate; 

And tell the diſmall'ſt Story ever utter'd: 

Tell em what Bloodſhed, Rapines, Deſolations, 

Have been prepar'd ; how near's the fatal Hour ! 

Save thy poor Country, ſave the reverend Blood 

Of all its Nobles, which to-morrow's Dawn 

Muſt elſe ſee ſhed: Save the poor tender Lives 

Of all choſe little Infants, which the Swords 

Of Murderers are whetting for this Moment; 

Think thou already hear'ſt their dying Screams, 

Think that thou ſee'ſt their ſad diſtracted Mothers 

Kneeling before thy Feet, and Pity, 

With torn diſhevel'd Hair, and ſtreaming Eyes, 

Their naked Breaſts beſmear'd with Blood, 

Softly they huſh'd, dropping in Anguiſh from em. 
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Think thou ſee I this, and then conſalt thy Heart, * 
PY K 


BELFIDERA. 
Think too, n 


My Lot! the Raviſher may then come ſafe, 

Ad mid the Terror of the public Ruin 

Do a damn'd Deed; perhaps may lay a Train 

To catch thy Life ; then where will be Revenge, 

The dear Revenge that's due to ſuch a Weong ? 
 FAFFEIR. 

By tl Heer Pole td er ad 
For cvery Word thou ſpeak't fries thro' my Heart 
Like a new Light, and ſhews it how't has wander'd. 

Juſt what th'haſt made me, take me, Bekviders, 
And lead me to the Place where I'm to ſay mY 
This bitter Leſſon; where 1 muſt betray 
My Truth, my Virtue, Conſtancy and Friends ; 
Muſt I betray my Friend! Ah take me quickly, 
Secure me well before that Thought's renew'd;_ 
If I relapſe once more, all's loſt for ever. 
3417191444 4 

Haſt thou a Friend more dear than Belvidera #F _ 
. 1 Z 

No; thou'rt my Soul itſelf, Wealth, Friendſhip, Honourz 
All preſent Joys, and carneſt of all future, * 
Are ſumm'd in thee; methinks when in thy Arms 
Thus leaning on thy Breaſt, one Minate's more 
Than a long thouſand Years of vulgar Hours. 

Why was ſuch Happineſs not given me pure ? 
Why daſh'd with cruel Wrongs, and bitter Warnings ? 
To facrifice. Thus in his fatal Garland: wa 
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Deck d fine, and 'd, the Wanton skips and plays, 
Tes ty d Aden, flattering Priefies Side, 
And mack tranſported with Jo bite Priac, 
Forgets his dear Co of the Plain; 
"Till by her bound, he's on the Altar lain, 
Yet then too hardly bleats, ſuch Pleaſure's in the Pain. 


Emer Officer and fix Guard:. | 


FF ICFK. 
Stand, who goes there? 
BELVIDERA. 
' Friends.  ._. 
FAFFEIR. | 
Friends. 


Friends, Belwidera! hide me from my 
By Heav'n, I'd rather fee the Face of Hell, 
Than meet the Man I love. 

_ OFFICER. 
But what Friends are you? 
BELYIDERA. 
Friends to the Senate and the State of Yenjce. 
OFFICER. 
My Orders are to ſeize on all I find 
At this late Hour, and bring 'em to the Council, 
Who now are fitting. 
FAFFEIR. 
Sir, you ſhall be obey'd. 
Hold, Brutes, ſtand off, none of your Paws upon me. 


Now the Lot's caſt, and Fate do what thou wilt. 
[Excunt guarded. 


SCENE u. The Senate-luue 


Where ajyrer fitting, the Duke of Venice, Pius, 
AnTonro, and eight ther dme. 
DUKE. 


4e T 1 Senators of Venice, m6 
. Speak, 


|  A'ProT Drscoveaer'o. 27 
are we aſſembled here this 1 
yak, why we we — — 
The State of V Honour, or its Safety ? 
Corti” Wank a ee 
| 10 
Fathers, de Nen cheſs 6d Trae 
That fall from my old Eye; but there is cauſe 
We all ſhould weep, tear off theſe Purple Robes, 
And wrap ourſelves in Sackcloth, fitting down 
On the fad Earth, and cry aloud to Heav'n, 
Heav o knows if yet there be an Hour to come 
Ere Venice be no more. 
AUSENATORS. 
How ! 
AU, 


Upon the very brink of gaping 
Within chis City's form'd a dark 
To maſhcre us all, ver Wöreg und Children, 
Kindred and Friends; our Palaces und 1 
To lay in Aſhes: nay, the Hour woo fat; 
The Swords, for ought I know, drawn cen this Moment, 
And the wild Waſte begun. From unknown Hands 
I had this Warning: but if we are Men 
Let's not be tamely butcher'd, but do ſomething 
That may inform the World in After-ages, 
Our Virtue was not ruin'd, the? we were. [4 Noiſe without. 
Room, room, make room for ſome Priſoner 
| SENATORS. 
Let's raiſe the City. 
Enter Officer and Guard. 

PRIULL 4 

Speak there, what Diſturbance? 
I OFFICER, 
Two Priſoners have the Guard ſeiz'd in the Streets, 
Who ſay, they come to inform this reverend Be, 


Nay, we und 
Ruin. 
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About the preſent Danger. 
Emer Javyzin and Bacrconna guarded, 


ALL. 
Give 'em/Eatrance—Welk,” who are you? 
JAPFEPR. * 
A Villain. 


ANTONIO. 
The Man ſpeaks well. 
FAFFEIR. 
Would every Man that hears me 
Would deal ſo honeſtly, and own his Title. 
DUKE. 
Wa thit 6 Fiic has boon cnntriv's | 
Againſt this State; that you have a Share in't too. 
If .you're a Villain, to redeem your Honour, 
Unfold the Truth, and be reftor'd with Mercy. 
JF AFFEIR. 
Think not that I to fave my Life come hither ; 
I know its Value better; but in Pity 
To all thoſe Wretches, whoſe unhappy Dooms 
Are fix'd and ſeal'd. You ſee me here before you, 
The ſworn and covenanted Foe of Venice. 


r 


| Give him the Tortares.. is G2 
FAFFEIR.- 
That you dare not do, 
Your Fears won't let you, nor the longing Itch 
To hear a Story which you dread the Truth of. 
Truth, which the fear of Smart ſhall ne'er get 


from me 


Cowards are ſcar'd with Threatnings :. Boys are whipt 


Into Confeſſions : but a ſteady Mind 
Acts of itſelf, ne er 1 


APror Discoven'y.Þ 28g 
Give him the Tortures ! Name but ſuch a thing 
Again, by Heav'n I'll ſhut theſe Lips for ever ; 
Not all your Racks, your Engines, or your Wheels, 
Shell foes Gem e 
ANTONIO. 


747121. 


For full Pardon. 
Beſides the Lives of two and twenty Friends, 


[ Delever: a Lift. 
Whoſe Names are here enroll d: Nay, let their Crimes 
Be ne'er ſo monſtrous, I muſt have the Oaths 
And ſacred Promiſe of this reverend Council, 
That in a full Aſſembly of the Senate . | 
The thing 1 ask be ratify'd. Swear this, T 
, | 


| DUXKE. 
Propoſe the Oath. 
PLFFBIE 
By all the Hopes 
Ye have of Peace and Happineſs hereafter 


Swear. 


We'll Swear. 


| ALL. 
We all Swear, | 
FAFFEIR. 
To grant me what I've ask'd, 


ALL. 


Ye Swear. 
TAFFEIR. 
And as you keep the Oath, 


May you and your Poſterity be _ | 
Vol, III. N Or 
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Or curſt for ever ! 
TT; 
Elſe be curſt for ever ! 
FJ AFFETR. 

Then here's the Lift, and with t the full Diſcloſe 

Of all that threatens you. Now fate thou'ſt caught me. 
[Delivers another Paper. 
ANTONIO. 

Why, what a dreadful Catalogue of Cut-throats is here ! 
I'll warrant you not one of theſe Fellows but has a Face 
Like a Lion. I dare not ſo much as read their Names over. 

DUKE. 

Give Order that all diligent Search be made 
To ſeize theſe Men; their Characters are public. 

The Paper intimates their Rendezvous 
To be at the Houſe of a fam'd — Guns, 
Call'd 4quilina ; fee that Place ſecur d. 
ANTONIO. 

What my Nicky Nacky, Hurry Durry, Nicky Nacky 
in the Plot Fil make a Speech Moft Noble 
Senators, 

What headlong Apprehenſions drive you on, 
Right noble, wiſe, and truly folid Senators, 
To violate the Laws and Right of Nations? 
The Lady is a Lady of Renown. 
"Tis true, ihe holds « Houſe of fair Reception 
And tho' I ſay't myſelf, as many more 
Can ſay as well as l. 
2 SENATOR. 
My Lord, long Speeches 
Are frivolous here, when Dangers are ſo near us ; 
We all well know your Intereſt in that Lady ; 
The World talks loud on't. 
ANTONIO. 
Verily Ne done; 


I ſay no more. 


— 


Had bound me faſt ere I 
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DUXE, 9 
| Bac Gnce he has Gee 
Himſelf — pray, Captain, take great Caution 
To treat the fair One as becomes her Character, 
And let her Bed-Chamber be ſearch'd with decency. 


You, Jar, muſt with Patience bear till Morniag 
To be our Priſoner. 
| 747 TR. 


771 
Would the Chains of Death 
had known this Minute. 
I've done a Deed will make my Story hereaſter 
Quoted in Compecitian white Mans : 
The Hiſtory of my Wickedacfs ſhalt run 
Down thro? the low Traditions of the Vulgar, 
mmm T TT” 
DUKE. 
Captain, withdraw your Priſoner. 


7477274 


Lead me where my own Thoughts themiives may loſe me; 
Where I may doze out what I've left of Life, © 


Forget myſelf and this Day's Guilt and Falſhood. 
Cruel Remembrance, how ſhall I appeaſe thee ! 


[ Ex. Guarded; Noife wut leu 


More Traitors ; room, room, make room there. 


How's this ? Guards ?. 
Where are our Guards? Gn a SI the Treaba's/ . 
Already at our Doors. | 


Enter Orvieorns. 


OFFICER. 

My Lords, more Traitor: 
Seiz'd in the very Act of Conſultation ; 
r eee 


Bring in the Pri | 
gin th * ger Late 
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Enter Pia, Renavutr, Tnroporet, ELior, R- 
_ VIL1DO, and other Conſpirators in Fetters, guarded. 


| PIERRE. 
» You, the Lords and Fathers 
(As you are pleas'd to call yourſelves) of Yenice ; 


If you fit here to guide the Courſe of Juſtice, 
Why theſe diſgraceful Chains upon my Limbs 
That have ſo often labour'd in your Service? 
Are theſe the Wreaths of Triumph you beſtow 
On thoſe that bring you 5 
DU XA. 


Go on, you ſhall be heard, Sir. 
ANTONIO. 


Ia 
Are theſe the Trophies I've deſerv d, 8 
Your Battels with confederated Powers ? 
When Winds and Seas conſpir'd to overthrow you, 
And brought the Fleets of Spain to your own Harbours : 
When you, great Duke, ſhrunk, trembling in your Palace, 
And ſaw your Wife, the Adriatic, plough'd 
Like a lewd Whore by bolder Prows than yours, 
Stept not I forth, and taught your looſe Venetian, 
The task Honour, and the way to Greatneſs ! 
Rais'd you from your capitulating Fears, 
To ſtipulate the Terms of ſu'd-for Peace: 
And this my Recompence ? If I'm a Traitor, | 
Produce my Charge; or ſhew the Wretch that's baſe 
And brave enough to tell me I'm a Traitor. [enough, 
| DUKE." 
Know you one Jaſffeir ? [ All the Conſpiratort murmur. 
e 
Yes, and know his Virtue, 
1 vader Truth; his general Worth and Sufferings 
IT Father tavght me firſt to love him. 
Enter 
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Enter Jaryrin guarded, 
 DUXE. 
See him brought forth. 
PIERRE. 
My Friend oo bound 
Our Fate has conquer d us, and we mull fall. : 
| Why droops the Man whoſe Welfare's ſo much mine 
They're but one thing ? Theſe Reverend Tyrants, Jagtir, 
Call us all Traitors : Art thou one, my Brother ? 
F 
To thee I am the falſeſt, verieft Slave 
That eier betray'd a generous truſting Friend, 
And gave up Honour to be ſure of Ruin; 
All our fair Hopes whiob Morning was to have crown'd, 
Has this curſt Tongue o'erthrown. 
PIERRE. | 
So then, all's over; 
Vexice has loſt her Freedom; I my Life; 


No more : | 
DUXE. 
Say will you make Confeſſion 
PIERRE. 2 
Curſt be your Senate: Curſt your Conſlitution: 
Te Curls of grving Faitevs ell Dito 
Still vex your Councils, ſhake your F 
an 
Hateful to you, as theſe baſe Chains to me. 
" ; DOVER: 
Pardon, or Death ? 
PIERRE. 
_ Death, honourable Death ? 
RENAULT. 
Death's the beſt thing we ask, or you can give. 
AI CONSPIRATORS. 
No ſhameful Bonds, but honourable Death 
N'3 wr 


nay then 
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DUKE. 
Break up the Council : Captain, guard your Priſoners. 
Jaffeir, y'are free, but theſe muſt wait for Judgment. 
Lt all the Senators. 
PIERRE. 
Come, where's my Dungeon ? lead me to my Straw : 
eee x Soya, rnb 


To do your Senate Service. 
FAFFEIR, | 
Hold one Moment. 
PIERRE. 
Who's he diſputes the judgment of the Senate? 
Preſumptuous Rebel on [Serikes Ja 
JAFFEIR. 


By Heav'n you flir not. 
W to bed: IX eel tbr of ak; 


Thou haft diſgrac'd me, Pierre, by a vile Blow: 
Had not a Dagger done thee nobler Juſtice ? 
But uſe me as thou wilt, thou canſt not wrong me, 
Vet look upon me with an Eye of M 
With Pity and with Charity r 
Sher e thy e e * 
But as there dwells a God-like Nature in thee, | 
Liſten with Mildneſs to my Supplications. 
PIERRE. 
What whining Monk art thou? what holy Cheat, 
That wouldſt encroach upon my credulous Ears, 
And cant'ft thus vilely ? Hence, I know thee not. 
Diſſemble and be Naſty : Leave me, Hypocrite. 
JF AFFEIR. 
Not know me Pierre / 
PIERRE. 
No, I know thee not : what art thou ? 
FAFFEIR. 
Jia ffir, thy Friend, thy once lov'd, valu'd Friend 1 
Tho' now deſerv dly bernd, and us'd moſt hardly. 


PL 
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PIERRE. 

Thou 7affeir{ thou my once lov'd, vala'd Friend! 
By Heav'ns thou ly'ſt ; the Man ſo call'd, my Friend, 
Was generous, honeſt, faithful, juſt and valiant, 
Noble in Mind, and in his Perſon lovely, 
Dear to my Eyes, and tender to my Heart : 

But thou, a wretched, ' baſe, falſe, worthleſs Coward, 

Poor, even in Soul, and loathſom in thy Aſpect: 

All Eyes muſt ſhun thee, and all Hearts deteſt thee. 

' Pr'ythee avoid, nor longer cling thus round me 
Like ſomething baneful, that my Nature's chill'd at. 

FAFFEIR. 

I have not wrong'd thee, by theſe Tears I have not. 
But ſtil] am honeſt, true, and hope too valiant ; 
My Mind ſtill full of thee : therefore ſtil] noble, 
Let not thy Eyes then ſhun me, nor thy Heart 
Deteſt me utterly : Oh, look upon me, 

Look back and fee my fad, fincere Subraiſhon ! 

How my Heart ſwells, as ev'n would burſt my Boſom ; 
Fond of its Goal, and labouring to be at thee ! 

What ſhall I do ? what fay to make thee hear me? 

| PIERRE. 

Haſt thou not wrong d me ? dar thou call chyſelf, 
That once lov'd, honeſt, valu'd Friend of mine, 
And ſwear thou haſt not wrong d me? Whence theſe Chains? 
Whence the vile Death, which I may meet this moment 
Whence this Diſhonour, but frem thee, thou falſe one ? 

JF IF FAIR nw | 

— All's true, yet grant one thing, and I've done asking. 


PIERRE. 
What's that? 3 
JAFFETR. 
\ To take thy Life on ſuch Conditions 
The Council have proros'd ; Thou and thy Friends 
May yet live long, and to be better treated. 
PIES RAKE 
Life ! ask my Life ! 8 Record myſeli 
| . A 
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A Villain for the Privilege to breathe, 
And carry up and down this curſed City 
A diſcontented and repining Spirit, 
Burdenſom to itſelf, a few Years lon 
To loſe, it may be, i laſt ts a fond el 
For ſome new Friend, treacherous and falſe as thou art ! 
No, this vile World and I have long been jangling, 
And cannot part on better Terms than now, 
When only Men like thee are fit to live in't. 
nnn ; 

By all that's Juſt——— 
PIERRE. | 

Swear by ſome other Powers. 


For thou haſt broke that ſacred Oath too lately. 


JAFFEIR. 

Then by that Hell I merit, Pl! not leave thee 
Till to thyſelf at leaſt thou'rt reconcil'd ; 
However thy Reſentments deal with me. 
PIERRE. 


Not leave me! 

»  "FAFFEIR. 

No; thou ſhalt not force me from thee : 
Uſe me reproachfully, and like a Slave; 
Tread on me, buffet me, heap Wrongs on Wrong 
On my poor Head; I'll bear it all with Patience, 
Shall weary out thy moſt unfriendly Cruelty: 
Lie at thy Feet and kiſs em, tho* they ſpurn me, 
"Till wounded by my Sufferings, you relent, 
And mis mew thy Arms with dear Forgiveneſs. 

PIE R RE. | 


nn 
AFFEIR. 


hat ? 
PIERRE. 

A Traitor? 
JFAFFERTR. 


Yes. 
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PIERRE. 
| A Villain ? 


AFFEIR. 
7 G 


PIERRE. 

A Coward, a moſt ſcandalous Coward, | 
$pi void of Honour, one who has fold 
Thy everlaſting Fame for ſhameleſs Life ? 
| FAFFEIR. 

All, all, and more, mach more; my Faults are numberleſs, 
PIERRE. 
And wouldft thou have me live on terms like thine ? 
Baſe as thou'rt falſe . | 
JAFFEITR. 
No, tis to me that's granted. 
The Safety of thy Life was all I aim'd at, 
In recompence for Faith and Truſt broken. 
PIERRE. 

I ſcorn it more, becauſe preſerv'd by thee : 

And as when firſt my foolſh Heart took Pity | 
On thy Misfortunes, ſought thee in thy Miſeries, 1 
Reliev'd thy Wants, and rais'd thee from thy State 0 
Of Wretchedneſs in which thy Fate had plung'd thee ; 
To rank thee in my Lift of Noble Fricads ; TOs 
All I receiv'd in Surety for thy Truth, | 
Were unregarded Oaths; = this, this * 
Given with a worthleſs Pledge, thou ſince hal nz 
So I reſtore it back to thee again; 

Swearing by all d e en whicls hou haſt richkad; 
Never from this curs'd Hour © hold Communion, | 
Friendſhip or mae n | 
Were to exceed thoſe limited the World. 
Take ii. fare wel for now | owe thee nothing. 

„eee n 

2 live then. ne 4 

* PIERRE 
1 diſpoſe it. 


Ns Ju? 
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uſt as thou wilt, becauſe tis what I'm tir'd with. 
. 
Oh, Pierre ! 


PIERRE. 
No more. | 
771111. 
My Eyes won't loſe fight of thee, 
But languiſh after thine, and ale with, gazing. 
PIERRE. | 
Leave me—Nay, then thus, thus I throw thee from me; 
And Curſes great as is thy Falſhood catch thee. [Exir. 


4 4 JAFFEFR. 
Amen. 


He's gone, my Father, Friend, Preſerver, 
And here's the Portion he has left me. { Holds the Dagger up. 
This Dagger, well remembered, with this Dagger 
I gare a ſolemn Vow of dire Importance; 

Parted with this and Belvidera t 
Have a care, Mem'ry, drive that Thought no farther ; 
No, I'll eſteem it as a Friend's laſt Legacy, 
Treaſure it up within this wretched Boſom, 
Where it may grow acquainted with my Heart, 
That when they meet, they ftart not from each other. 
So; now for thinking : A blow, call'd Traitor, Villain, 
e 3 Coward, fough ! 
Oh for a long Sleep, and fo forget it! 
Down, boſy Devil—_— 

Emer BIZ LVYVIDEZAA. 

 BELFIDERA. 

| Whither ſhall I fly? 

Where's now the Roman ] boaſted ? 
Sunk into trembling Fears and jon! 
Not daring now to look to that dear Face 
Which us'd to ſmile even on my Faults, but down 


—bending 
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Bending theſe miſerable Eyes on Earth, | 
Maſt move in Penance, and implore much Mercy. 
FAFFEIR. 
kind Heav'n has ſurely endleſs Stores 
Hon Bleflings yet untaſted ; 
Let Wretches loaded hard with Guilt, as I am, 
Bow with the Weight, and groan bencath the Burden, 
Creep with a Remnant of that Strength th" have left, 
Before the Footſtool of that Heav'n th' have injured. 
Oh Belvidera / I'm the wretched Creature 
E'er crawl'd on Earth: now if thou'ſt Virtue, help me, 
Take me into thy Arms, and ſpeak the Words of Peace 
To my divided Soul, that wars within me, 
And raiſes every Senſe to my Confuſion ; 
By Heav'n I'm ing to the very Brick 
Of Peace: and thou art all the hold I've left. 
BELFIDER 4. 

Als ! I know thy Sorrows are mo mighty ; 
I know th' haſt Cauſe to mourn, to mourn, my Jar, 
With endleſs Cries, and never-ceaſing Wailing, 
Thou ſt lo 


| TJ AFFEIR. 
Ok I have loſt what can't be counted. 

My Friend too, Belvidera; that dear Friend, 

Who, next to thee, was all my Health rejoiced in, 

Has us'd me like a Slave ; ſhamefully us d me: 

Twould break thy pitying Heart to hear the Story. 

What ſhall I do ? Reſentment, lndigna 


ton, 

Love, Pity, Fear, and Mem'ry how I've wrong'd hun, 
Diſtract my Quiet with the very Thought on't, 

And tear my Heart to pieces in my Boſom. 

BELFIIDER A. 
What has he done ? g 
AFFEIR. 
dt hate me, ſhould I tell thee. 


221719114. 
Why! 
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FAFFEIR. 

Oh he has us'd me! yet by Heav'n I bear it; 
He has us'd me, Beividera ; but firſt ſwear 
That when I've told thee, thou It nor Toath me utterly, 
Tho' vileſt Blots and Stains appear upon me; 

But ſtill at leaſt with charitable Goodneſs, 
Be near me in the Pangs of my Affliction; 
Not ſcorn me, Belvidera, as he has done. 

| BELVIDER A. 

Have 1 chen Ver been falſe, that now I'm doubted ? 
Speak, what's the Cauſe I'm into diſtruſt ? 
Why thought unfit to hear my Love's Complaining ? 

4. JAFFEIR. 


BELFIDERA. 
Tell me. | 
APFEIR: 
| ar my Failings, CT many. 
ON hy der Anger r in that Friend I've loſt 
All my Soul's Peace; for every Thought of him 
Strikes my Senſe hard, and dead: it in my Brains: 
Wouldit thou believe i it? 
i, E 1 ID ERA. 
Speak. 
JAFFEIR. 
Before we parted, 
Ere yet his Guards had led him to his Priſon, 
Full of ſevereſt Sorrows for his Sufferings, 
With Eyes o'erflowing, and a Bleeding Heart, 
Humbling myſelf almoſt beneath my Nature; 
As at his Feet I kneel'd; and fu'd for Mercy, 
Forgetting all our Friendſhip, all the Dearneſs. 
In which we've liv'd ſo many Years together, 
With a reproachful Hand he daſh'd a Blow: 
He ſtruck me, Belvidera, by Heav'n, he firuck me, 
Buffeted, call'd me Traitor, Villain, Coward. 
Am La Coward? am I a Villain? tell me: 


Tb att 
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Th'art the beſt judge, and mad'ſt me, iflamfſo. 
Damnation! Coward! ** 
BELFYIDERA. | 
| Oh forgive him, Nur. 
And if his Sufferings wound thy Heart already, 
What will they do to-morrow? 


21177514 
To-merrow, 
When thou ſhalt ſee him fretch'd in all the Agonies 
Of a and a ſhameful Death ; 
His bleeding Bowels and his broken Limbs, 
Inſulted o'er by a vile Villain ; 
What will thy Heart do then ? me. 
Like my Eyes now. 
AFFEIR. 


| , Kann 
Death, and To-morrow ? Broken Limbs and Bowels ? 
Inſulted o'er by a vile butchering Villain? 
By all my Fears I hall ſtart out to Madneſs 
Wich barely gueſſing, if the Truth's hid 
BELYIDERA. 
The faithleſs Senators, tis they've decreed it: 
They ſay, according to our Friend's Requeſt, 
They ſhall have Death, and not ignoble Bondage : 
Declare their promis d Mercy all as forfeited : 
Falſe to their Oaths, and deaf to Interceffion ; 
Warrants are paſs'd for public Death to-morrow: 
95 80 AFFEIR. 
Death! doom d to di | Condema'd unheard! unpleaded! 
_BELFIDERSA | 
Nay, cruell'ſt Racks and Torments are 
To force Confeſſions from their dying Pangs. 
Oh do not look fo terribly upon me; 
How your Lips ſhake, and all your Face diforder'd 1. 


| 1 * 
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JAFFEIR. 
rn En Trenenins 
Wake in my Heart. 
BELFIDERA. 
For what? 
FAFFEIR. 
No more, but leave me. 
BELFYIDERA. 


Why? 
| JAFFEIR. 
Oh ! by Heav'n I love thee with that Fondneia, 
I would not have thee ſtay a moment longer, 
Near theſe curſt Hands : are they not cold upon thee ? 
[Pulls the Dagger out of his Bo/om, and puts it back again. 


- ,* w nu 


BELYFIDERA. 
No: everlaſting Comfort's in thy Arms. 
To lean thus on thy Breaſt is ſofter caſe, 
Than doveny Pillows deck d with Leaves of Roſes. 
| + AFFEIR. 
| Alas! thou think x not of the Thorns 'tis fill'd with: 
Fly, ere they gall thee: there's a lurking Serpent 
Ready to leap, and ſting thee to thy Heart: 
Art thou not terrify'd ? 5 
3719224 
No. 
FAFFEIR. 
Call to mind 
What thou hit done, and whither thou haſt brought me. 
ay 5 SELVI DER... 


| APFEIR. 

- Where's my ? my Friend, thou ſmiling Miſchief? 
Nay, . 
When thy Guilt firſt had Cauſe; for dire R 
Is up, and raging for my Friend. He groans ! 

Hark how he groans, his Screams are in my Ears 
Alrad; fr, they've id him on the Wheel 


And 


_ 
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And now they tear him Murder perjur'd Senate! : 
e 
Thanks to thy Tears and falſe 

How ber Eyes ſpeak! O thou — 


Madneſs can't hurt thee : Come, thou little Trembler, 
Creep into my Heart, and there lie fafe ; 
Ti thy own Citadel—hah-— yet and off, 
Heav'n muſt have Juſtice, and my broken Vows 
Will ank me elſe beneath its reaching Mercy ; 
Iu wink, and then tis done | 
BELFYIDERA. 
- What means the Lord 
Of me, my Life and Love? what's in thy Bon, 
Thou graſp'ſt at ſo? nay, why am I thus treated? 
[braut Dagger, offers to flab ber. 
What vit thou do? Ah do not kill me, ef 
Pity theſe panting Breaſts, and trem 


Limbs, 
That AT- 21 


That yet hang —— Beal: 
And plunge it not into eternal Darkane. 
TJ AFFEIR. 
No Bebvidera, when we paned laſt, 
I gave this with thee as in truſt, 
To be thy Portion; if I e'er prov'd falſe. 
On ſuch Condition was my Truth believ'd : 
Bat now 'tis forfeited, and muſt be paid for. 


[Funding for be Dagger. 


[Offers to ber again, 
a 1 1 321719514. 
"01 76 JAPFEIR N 
74275 ERA 
Now Gon kill me. 
While thos I cling aboat thy cruel Neck, 
Kiſs thy revengeful Lips, and die in Joys 


Greater than any I can gueſs hereafter. IMF. 
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 JAFFEIR. 
lam, Iam a Coward ; witneſs Heav'n, 
Witneſs it, Earth, and every Being, witneſs; 
'Tis but one Blow ! Yet, by immortal Love, 
I cannot longer bear a Thought to harm thee. 
| [He throws away the Dagger and Embraces her. 
The Seal of Providence is ſure upon thee ; 
And thou wert born for yet unheard-of Wonders : 
Oh thou wert either born to ſave or damn me 
| By all the Power that's given thee o'er my Soul, 
By thy reſfiſtlefs Tears and conquering Smiles, 
By the victorious Love that ſtill waits on thee ; 
Fly to thy cruel Father; fave my Friend, 
Or all our future Quiet's loſt for ever: 
Fall at his Feet, cling round his reverend Knees ; | 
Speak to hin with thy Eyes, and with thy Tears 
Melt his hard Heart, and wake dead Nature in him, 
Cruſh. him in th' Arms, Torture him with thy Softneſs : 
Nor, till thy Prayers are granted, ſet him free, 
But Conquer him, a5 thou haſt Conquer'd me. [Ex. 


P 


ACE SSCRLEFRL 
Enter Parv * 

{27 M4 PRIULL. 

WE HY, cruel' Heav'n, have my unhappy * 


Been lengthen' d to this ſad one? Oh Diſhonou 


And deathleſs Infamy are fall'n upon me. 
Was it my Fault? Am I a Traitor? No. 
Bat then, my-only Child, my Daughter, wedded ;. 
There my beſt Blood runs foul, and a Diſeaſe 
Incurable has ſeiz'd' upon my Memory, 
Fo make it rot and ſtink to after-ages. 


Cun· d 


W ange n 
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Cars'd be the fatal Minute when I got her, 

Or would that I'd been any thing but Man, 

And rad an in, which would av'r have wrong'd me. 

The miſerable Creatures (Man oe 

Are not the leſs efteem'd, tho' their Poſterity Fo 
from the Virtues of their Fathers ; - 

The vileſt Beaſts are happy in their Of-ſprings, 

While only Man gets Traitors, Whores, and Villains. 

Curſt be the Names, and ſome ſwiſt Blow from Fate 

Lay his Head deep, where mine may be forgotten. 


Enter BEIVID IAA in @ long Mourning Fil. 


BELYFIDERA. 
He's there, my Father, my inhuman Father, 
That, for three Years, has left an only Child ” 
E.xpov'd to all the Outrages of Fate, fig 
And cruel Ruin——0h lo N 
„ TE. 
What Child of Sorrow 
Art thou that com'ſt thus wrapp'd in Weeds of Sadneſs, 
And mov'ſt as if thy Steps were towards a Grave? 
BELFYIDERA. 
lr io he let DA of A 


Would I could help thee. 
BELYVIDERA. OT ap 
'Tis greatly in a ' 

The World too ſpeaks you charitable; and J. 10 
Who ne'er ask'd Alms before, is has deve ogg 2h | 
Am come « begging ® you, Sir. a; 1 
„ 1 

For hat? 1 

BELYVIDERSd © ene 

gb, va red me; is did ct . bao! 0 


Conſider 
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Conſider too, when Beggars once pretend 
A Caſe like mine, no little will content em. 
PRIVLE. 
What would'ft thou beg for? 
BELFIDERA. 
Pity and Forgiveneſs. {Throw! up ber Fell. 
By the kind tender Names of Child and Father, 
Hear my Complaints, and take me to your Love. 
 PRIULLE. 
My ? 
BELYIDERA 
Yes, your Daughter, by a Mother 
Virtuous and Noble, faithful to your Honour, 
Obedient to your Will, kind to your Wiſhes, 
Dear to your Arms. n 
When is hor blooming Years ſhe was your T 
Look kindly on me; in my Face behold 
The Lineaments of hers you've kiß d fo often, 
Fleading the.Cauſe of your poor caſt-off Child. 
be ARID bH: 
"Thou art my Daughter. 
RELYVIDE RA. 


Ves — and — told me 


With Sailles of Lovg, and chad peteraal Kids, 
Id much Reſemblance of my Mother. 
PRIULI. 


Hadft thou inherited her matchleſs Virtes 
Id been too bleſfs'd. 82 8 
N . 
ay, not to Memory 
My Diſobedience, but let Pity enter 
Into your Heart, and quite deface th' Impreſſion. 


EE, OE en ak, 


Fears and Deſpairs diſtract the Peace within me, 
Oh! you would take me in your dear dear Arms, 


er GIG Camgatien: 0'er your . 
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| | with a protecting Wing | 
From the black — chat's juſt, juſt breaking, 


PRIULL 
Don't talk thus. 
BELYIDERA. 


I have a Husband. 


PRIULILI 
Damn him. 
211775124 
He well not ſpeak fo hard a Word — 
On any Terms, pak had ane 
PRIULT 
Hab! what means my Child ? 
BELVIDER A. 
'Twixt me and Fate: Yet ſend me not with Curſes 
And recommend — 
„„ 
How my Soul's catch d. 
BELVIDERA. | 
Lay me, I beg you, lay me 
By the dear Aſhes of wy 1 
721011 
By Heav'n, my 57977575 * 
Tell me thy Story, for I'm ftill th ie mc Mi 
BELVIDERA. 
No, I'm 


_ PRIULL 

Speak. 
BELFIDERA. 

No matter, 


227 
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RIU. | 
| Tell me. 
By yon bleſo d Heav'n, my Heart runs o'er with Fondneſ- 
os  SELIFIDERA. : 


 PRIULL. + 


BELIFIDERA. 
Oh my Husband, my dear Husband 
Carries a Dagger in his once kind Boſom, | 
To pierce the Heart of your poor Belvidera. 
| PRIULKE: 
Kill thee ! | 


. 9 
Yes, kill me. When he paſs'd his Faith. 
And Covenant againft your State and Senate; 
He gave me up as Hoſtage for bis Truth: 
With me a Dagger, and a dire Commiſſion, 
When eier he fail'd, to plunge it through this Boſom. 
J learnt the Danger, choſe the Hour of Love 
Tatte mpt his Heart, and bring it back to Honour. 
Great Love prevail'd, and bleſs'd me with Succeſs ; 
He came, confeſs'd, betray'd his deareſt Friends, 
For promis'd Mercy. Now they're doom d to ſuffer. 
Gall'd with remembrance of what then was ſworn, 
If they are loſt, he vows t appeaſe the Gods 
With this poor Life, and make my Blood th'Atenement- 
PRIULL 


- Heav'ns! 12 | 

1 . BELFYIDERA.. 
| Think you ſaw what paſt at our laſt Parting; 

Think you beheld him like a raging Lion, FEY 

Pacing the Earth, and tearing up his Steps, 74 

Fate in his Eyes, and roaring with the Pain 

Of burning Fury; think you ſaw. one Hand 

Fix'd on my Throat, whilſt the extended other 

Graſp'd a keen threatning Dagger; Oh! was thus 

We laſt embrac'd ; when trembling with Revenge, 


U ,, 


fe 


APrtor Discoven'y. 30g 
— 2 
Where are my Friends? ſwore, wept, rag d. threaten'd, lov'dz 
For yoo he lavNd, and thee dear Lave predic me, LI 
To this lat Trial of a Father's Pity. 
I fear not Death, but cannot bear a 
That that dear Hand ſhould do the unfriendly Office. 
1f I was ever then your Care, now hear me; 
Fly to the Senate, fave the promis'd Lives 
Of his dear Friends, ere mine be made the Sacrifice. 
PRIULL 
Oh, my Heart's Comfort! 
BELYIDERA © 
Will you not, my Father 
Weep not, has andioce cad, | | 
PRIULL 
By Heav's, I will. 
Not one of 'em but what hall be immortal. 
I'll henceforth be indeed a Father ; never, 
Never more thus expoſe, but cheriſh thee, 
Dear as the vital Warmth that feeds my Life. 
Dear as theſe Eyes that weep in Fondnefs o'er thee. 
Peace to thy Heart. Farewel. 
 BELFIDERY. 
Go, and remember 
'Tis Bebvidera's Life her Father pleads for. [ Ex. foverally- 


Emer AnTonio, 
ANTONTIO. 


Ham, hum, hah. ; 
Signior Prial, my Lord Prizli, my Lord, my Lord, my 
Lord: E 
ie ads And fo let bim sd 
dle Ill warrant him he's gone to the Senate-Houſe, 
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and I'll be there too, ſoon enough for ſome body. Oda 
—— here's @ tickling Speech about the Plot, III prove | 
there's a Plot with a Vengeance Would I had it 
without Book; let me ſee 

Moſt Reverend Senators, 

FFF Ws 
hath Eyes or Underſtanding in his Head will preſu me to 
doubt; tis as plain as the Light in the Cucumber 
no—— hold there Cucumber does not come in yet 
— tis plain as the Light in the Sun, or as the Man 
in the Moon, even at Noon-day. It is indeed a Pumkin- 
Plot, which, juſt as it was mellow, we have gather'd, 
and now we have gather'd it, prepar'd and drefs'd it, 
ſhall we throw it like a pickled Cucumber out at the 
Window? No: That is not only a bloody, horrid, exc- 
crable, damnable and audacious Plot; but it is, as I may 
fo ſay, a ſawcy Plot: and we all know, moſt Reverend 
Fathers, that which is ſawce for a Gooſe is Sauce for a 
Gander: Therefore, I ſay, as thoſe Blood-thirfty Ganders 
of the Conſpiracy would have deſtroyed us Geeſe of the 
Senate, let us make haſte to deſtroy them; fo I humbly. 
„ fs hurry durry——I think this 
will do; though 26 out 2 about che 
Sun and the Cucumber. 


Enter AQUILINA,. 


AQUILINA. 
Good-morrow, Senator. 

ANTONIO. 
| Nacky, my dear Nacky; Morrow Nacky; odd I am 
very briſk, very merry, very pert, very jovial!—ha a a a a— 
kiſs me, Nacky ; how doſt thou do my little tory _ 

Strumpet ? kiſs kiſs me, I ſay, Huzzy kiſs me. 

AQUILIN AA. 

Kiſs me, Nacky! hang you, Sir Coxcomb, hang you, 


Sir. 
A N- 


41 


ſion, I cannot endure the fight 
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one. | 
Haity taity, is it ſo indeed? with all my Heart, faich 
——— TS Os then up go woe, 
Dum dum derum dump. | (Sage. 
AQUILINA. | 
_ Signior. 
ANTONIO. 
Madona. 
ARQUILIN A. 
Do you intend to die in your own ed ———— 
ANTONIO. 
Abou reins em — 
| AULIN. 
You'll be hang'd, Signior. 
ANTONIO, 
Hang d Sweet - heart, pe ythee be quiet; hang'd quoth-a, 
that's a merry Conceit with all my Heart ; why, thou 
Jok'it, Nacky; thou art given to joking, I'll ſwear; 
well, I'll proteſt, Nacky, nay, I muſt proteſt, and will 
proteſt, that N dearly, Man. And 1 love thee 
. Pll for joking, and towſe thee 
for joking ; and, odd, I have a deviliſh Mind to take thee 
aſide about that buſineſs for joking #003 odd I have, and 


Hey then up go ve, dum dum derum dump. [Singe- 


AQUILINASA. 
See you this, Sir? Drau a Dagger. 
ANTONTO. 
O Laud, a Dagger! Oh Laud ! it is naturally my Aver- 
on't; hide it, for Heaven's 
ſake, I cannot look that way "till it be gone ——_ 
it, hide it, oh, oh, hide ir! | 
AQUILINA. | 
Yes, in your Heart I'll hide it. 
ANTONIO. 
My Heart ; what hide a Dagger in my Heart's Blood! 
AQUILINA. 8 
Yes, in thy Heart, thy Throat, 1 
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"Thou haſt help'd to ſpoil my Peace, and Ill have Vengeance 
On thy curſt Life, for all the bloody Senate, | 
The perjur'd faichleſs Senate : Where's my Lord, 
My Happineſs, my Love, my God, my Hero? 
" Doom'd by thy accurſed Tongue, the reſt, 
T a ſhameful Rack ? By all the Rage that's in me, 
II be whole Years in murdering thee. 
ANTONTO, 
Why, Nacky, 


Wherefore io paſſionate ? "whit hats FRdes Fe the 
matter my dear Nacky? Am not I thy Love, thy Hap- 
pineſs, thy Lord, thy Hero, thy Senator, and every thing 
in the World, Nacky? 
AQUILIN A. 
Thou! Think 'ſt thou, thou art fit to meet my Joys; 
'To bear the eager Claſps of my Embraces ? 
Give me my Pierre, or 
ANTONTI 


„ he's to be hang'd, little 


Why 
Trufs'd up for Treaſon, nd to forth, © Child. 
 ABUILINA. 
down thy Throat that helliſh Sentence, 
that my Love ſhall five, 


ANTONTO. 
Ah, h h h. 


AQUILINAA. 
Swear to recall his Doom; 


Swear at my Feet, and tremble at my Fury. 
ANTONIO. 
I do: - —— _____—__ one kick 


Ah, h h h. now, 
AQUILINA.. 
Swear or 
LNTONIO. 
I do; by theſe dear fragrant Foot, 


And little Toes, ſweet as, ee ee, my Nacky, r. Nacky. 
42UT- 


Thouly'; 
Or tis thy laſt : 
Or thou art dead 
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AQUILINA. 


How ! 
ANTONTO. 
Nothing but unty thyShoe-ftring a little, faith and troth, 
That's all, that's all, as I hope to live, Nacky, that's all. 
 MAOUTILINKG 
| Nay hah 
ANTONIO. 
Hold, holq; thy Love, thy Lord, thy Hero 
Shall be prefinr's ang 
AQUILINS. | 
Or may this Pogiard 


Ruſt in thy Heart. 
ANTONI10. 
With all my Soul. 
ADBUILINA. | 
| Faru ei | Ex, Aquil. 
5 ANTONIO. 

Adieu. Why what a bloody-minded 22 
cant Strumpet have I been plagu'd with! oh, h, h! Yer 
more! nay, then die, I die——1 am dead already. 
(Srrerches out bm. 


Enter IA. 


an 
Final Deſtruction Teize on all the World : 


Bend down ye Heavens, and ſhutting round this Earth, 
Cruſh the vile Globe into its firſt Confuſion ; 

Scorch it with elemental Flames to one curs'd Cindar, 

And all us little Creepers in't call'd Men, 

Burn, burn to ing: but let Vice burn 
Hotter than all the reſt: here kindle Hell, 

Ne'er to extinguiſh ; and let Souls hereafter 
Groan here, in all thoſe Pains which mine feels now. 


Vor. III. O Eater 
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Enter BenvipDen a. 


a ** * 
* 


BELVIDERA. 
My Life—— [ Meeting bim. 

| FAFFEIR, | 
My Plague  [Tarning from her. 


BELVIIDERA. 
Nay Hp 7p my Recn ; 


FAFFEIR. 
No, Death's this Day too buſy ; 
Thy Father's ill-tim'd Mercy came too late. 
J thank thee for thy Labours tho, and him too. 
But all my poor betray'd unhappy Friends 
Have Summons to prepare for Fate's black Hour ; 
And yet I hve. 


If I muſt die! 


BELVIDERA. 
Then be the next my Doom : 
I ſee thou haſt paſs'd my Sentence in thy Heart, 
And I'll no longer weep or plead againſt it, 
But with the humbleſt, moſt obedient Patience 
Meet thy dear Hands, and kiſs em when they wound me, 
Ipdeeed I am willing, but I beg thee do it | 
With ſome Remorſe; and when thou giv'ſt the Blow, 
View me with Eyes of a relenting Love, 
And ſhew me Pity, for *twill ſweeten Juſtice. 
| CRETE 
Shew Pity to thee! 
BELFIDERA. 
Yes; and when thy Hand's 
Charg'd with my Fate, come trembling to the Deed, 
As thou haſt done a thouſand thouſand times 
To this poor Breaſt, when kinder Rage has brought thee, 
When our ſting d Hearts have leap'd to meet each other, 
And melting Kiſſes ſeal'd our Lips together; 
When Joys have left me gaſping in thy Arms: 
So let my Death come now, * 
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| AFFEELR | 
Nay, Belvidera, — a3 

Bat anfver ms © what Lihall demands 

| With a fm Temper and unſhaken Spirit. 

BELFIDER<A 

I will, when I've done weeping 

JAFFELR. 

Fy, no more ont 

How long is't ſince that miſerable Day 


We wedded firſt ? 
4g! BELYVIDERA. 
Oh! 
JAFFEIR. 
Nay, keep is thy Tears, 
Leſt they unman me too. 
BELFIDERA 
Heaven knows, I cannot; 
The Werke ſound ſo very iadly. 
Theſe S , 
JAFFEIR. 
Come, 1'll kiG 'em dry «ben. 
BELFIDERA. 
But was't a miſcrable Day ? 
FAFFEIR. 
A curſt one. 
BELFIDERA. 
thought it otherwiſe ; and you've oft ſworn 
In the tranſporting Hours of warmeſt Love, 
When ſure you ſpoke the Truth, you've fworn you bleſi d its 
JF AFFEITR. 
'Twas a raſh Oath. 
BELYTdDERS. * 
_ . "my ap | a0 corÞ tony 
FILF FE Flac N-witho rus 7 
No, Belvidera, ' eternal Truth, 
I doat with too Fopdrok. 
: Oz 


BEL. 
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BELFIDERAA. 
Still fo kind! 
Sill then do you love me ? 
JAFFERFR. 
© Nature, in ber Workings, 
Sacdined not with mard Meet u Gn 
Than I do now towards thee : Man ne'er was bleſs'd, 
Since the firſt Pair firft met, as I have been. 
BELYIDERA. 
Then ſure you will not curſe me. 
FAFFEIR. 
No, I'll bleſs thee. 
I came on purpoſe Belvidera to bleſs thee. 
'Tis now, I think, three Years we've liv'd 
BELVIDER A. 
And may no fatal Minute ever part us, 
Till reverend grown, for Age and Love, we go 
Down to one Grave, as our laſt Bed, together. 
There ſleep in Peace till an eternal A 
FAFFEIR. 6 
When will that be ? [ Sig hing. 
BELVIDERA. PR | 
T hope long Ages 
« JAFFEIR. 

Have I not hitherto (I beg thee tell me 
Thy very Fears) us'd thee with tender'ſt Love? 
Did e' er my Soul riſe up in Wrath againſt thee ? 
Did I cer frown when Belvidera ſmil'd, 

Or, by the leaſt unfriendly Word, betray 
Abating Faden / have I ever wrong'd thee ? 
BELFIDER 4. 


No. 
FAFFEIR. 
"Has my Heart, or have my Eyes e'er wander'd 
To any other Woman ? 
, BELYIDERA. 
Never, never 
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1 were the o of falſe Ones, ſhould I accuſe ther. 
I own I've been too Happy, blefs'd above s 
My Sexes Charter. 

74721 


Did I not fay I came to bleſs thee ? 
DID 


74 I. 
Then hear me, bounteous Heav'n ; 
Pour down your Blefings on this beauteous Head, 
Where Sweets are always ſpringing, 
With a continual giving Hand ; let Peace, 
Honour, and Safety always hover round her : 
Feed her with Plenty, let her Eyes ne'er fee 
A ſight of Sorrow, —  — 
Crown all her Days with Joy, her Nights with 
Harmleſs as her own Thoughts ; and prop her Virtue, 
To bear the loſs of one that too much lov'd; 
And comfort her with Patience in our Parting. 
BEZLYVIDERS. 
How, parting, parting ? 
JF AFFEIR, 
* © Yes, for ever partiagy 
I have ſworn, Bekvidera, by you Heaven, 
Denn 2 many i gee then. 
We part this Hour for ever. 17 
BEELYIDERA. 
Oh call back 
| Your cruel Bleſſing ; flay with me and curſe me! 
F AFFEIR. 
No, tis refoly'd. 
BELYIDERA.. 


Yes. 


1 
| 3 A 


38 Venice Parszav'p: Or, 
A figtit' of Comfort, nor my Heart know Peace; 
But daſh my Days with Sorrow, Nights with Horrors, 
Wild as my own Thoughts A Ay 
To make me mad enough for whit I loſe, 
If I muſt loſe him. If I muſt! Iwill noe, 
99 Ph 
FAFFEIR. 

No hold, Heart, or never. 
BELVTDER A4. f 

By all che tender Days we've liv'd' 
By — ——-—-—-—t— erown'd 'atn, 
Pity my fad Condition; ſpeak, but ſpealæ. 

| ane 


BELVIDER A. 
| : eee eee eee 
By. diy dear Kiſs, and by ten thouſand more, 15 
um 


on 


7 


74. 
Murder i un-hold me: 


By the immoral Dt that . me 
— woke bis Dagger. 
To this curs'd Minute, In not live one longer; | | 
Reſolve to let me go, or ſee me ſall— 
BEL VIDE Rid. | 
"Hold, Bir, be | 


Jar 7 E IR. 
Hark, the-diſmal Bell Paſſing -Bell . 
Tolls out for Death]! I muſt attend its Call too; 
For my poor Friend, my * Pierre expects me; 
He ſent a Meſſage to require Id ſee him | | 
Before he dy'd, and take his laſt Forgiveneſs. 


Farew Linh 
* BELFIDER A. 
Leave thy Dapper 


with me. 


"IO ITE one Kiſs at parting ? 


Oh my poor . when wilt thou break? 
LG vat, Tooks back at her. 
. 


I, 


de a kind Mother to him when I'm 


IS 


And may 
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„ TILE 


| Yet ſtay. 
We have a Child, as yet a tender Infant, 


Breed him in Vitus wall ie Palo of Honour, 


Bot let him never know his Father's Story; 


I charge thee guard him from the Wrongs my Fate 
May do his future Fortune, or his Name. | 
Now nearer ye. — [Approaching rach other- 
Oh that my Arms were rivetted 
Thus round thee ever! but my Friends, my Oath ! 
This, and nd more. 

Dr * 

Another, ſure another, 


For that poor lin: or- you ve tu en ſuch Care of, 


AFFEIR. 
now farewel. 


BBY N 


K * Exit. 
ever; Angels guardrhee.{] 
BELF/IDERAS. 
All ill ones ſure had -of me this Moment. 
Curſt be my Days, un Youbly curſt my Ni 
Which I muſt now mor out in Widow'd 


Cort be the Rain that falls upon the Barth, - © 
Corte reach Man and Beaſt; | 
Oh give me Daggers, Fire or Water; 

How I could bleed, how burn, how drown, the Waves 
Huzzing and booming round my finking Head, 
Till deſcended 10 che bottom 
The Ae pierces my weak B "Ou 

I long for thick fabſtantial Sleep: Hell! Hell! 

Burſt from the Centre, Fo _ 


320 Venics PREZSIAv'D: Or, 
Tf thou art half ſo hot, ſo mad as I am. 


Enter PR 1UL1 and Servant. 
Who's there ? . f 
- PRIULI. 
N Run, ſeize, and bring her ſaſely home, 
Guard her as you would Life : Alas, poor Creature ! 
| BELVIIDER A: | 
What, to my Husband ? then conduct me quickly: 
Are all things ready ? ſhall we die moſt glorioud ! 
Say not a Word of this to my old Father: . 
Murmuring Streams, ſoft Shades, and ſpringing Flowers, 
Lutes, Laurel, Seas of Milk, and Ships of Amber. [Ex. 


SCENE opening, Aiſcevers a Scaffold and a Wheel prepared | 
for the executing of Ptzn ks ; then enter Officer, Puznnr, 


and Guard, a Frigr, Executioner, and a great Raddls, 


OFFICER, | 
"22 0 there=——ftand all by, make room for 
the Priſoner. 
_ PIERRE. 
My Friend not come yet? | | 
FRIAR. | | 
Why are you ſo obſtinae ? | 
PIERRE. 1 
Why you fo troubleſom, that a poor Wretch, 
Can't die in Peace, 
But you, like Ravens, will be croaking round him ? 


FRIAR. 

Yet, Heavin—— 

| PIERRE. 

| I tell thee, . 
I ne' er broke Peace with't yet by cruel Murders, 
Rapine or Perjury, or vile Deceiving: 
But liv'd in moral Juſtice towards all Men; 
Nor am a Foe to the moſt ſtrong Believers. 
Howe'er my own ſhort-ſighted Faith confine me. 


FRI 
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FRIAR. 


But an All-ſeeing Jadge=— 
2 7 © [a 
Tou ſay my Conſtience 
Muſt be my Accuſer : I have ſearch'd that Conſcience, 
And find no Records there of Crimes that ſcare me. 
FRIAR. 


"Tis ſtrange you ſhould want Faith. 


PIERRE. | | 
You want to lead 
My Reaſon blindfold, like a hamper'd Lion, 
Check'd of its nobler Vigour : then when baited 
Down to obedient Tameneſs, make it couch, | 
| And thow frenge Tricks, which you; albGgno of Bull 
80 filly Souls are gull'd, and you get Money. 
This Fellow write no Lies of my Converdien,. 
Becauſe he has crept upon my troubled Hours. 


Emer Arr. 


74727. 
Hold: Eyes be dry ; Heart, firengthen me to bear 
This hideous Sight, and humble me to take | 
The laſt Forgiveneſs of a dying Friend, 
| Betray'd by my vile Falſhood to his Ruin. 


Oh Pierre / 
PIERRE. 
Yet nearer. 
FAFFEIR 
Crawling on my Knees;. 
And ehrte on the Earth let me approach thee : 
How ſhall I look up to thy infur'd Face, | 
That always us'd to fnile with-Frie 
That I. 2 WdFIEAS th 


"5 5 . Pk 


on ne 


- 
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PIERRE. 

| Dear to my Arms, tho'-thou'ſt undone my Fame, 
I can't forget to love thee: prythee, 7affeir, 
Forgive thas filthy Blow my Þ Paſſion dealt thee ; 
Tm now preparing for the Land of Peace, 
And fain would have the charitable Wiſhes 
Of all good Men, like thee, to bleſo m her. 
| FAFFERTR. - 
| Good! I'm the viteſt:Orcature, worſe than cer 
Suffer'd the ſhameful Fate thou'rt going to taſte of. 
Why was I ſent for to be us d thus kindly ? 
Call, call me Villain, as Iam ; deſcribe 
The foul Complexion of my hateful Deeds; 
Lead me to th Rack, and Lerch me in thy Head, 


I've Crimes to it its full Load. | 
And do it Credit: thou wilt but ſpoil the uſe on't, 
And honeſt Men hereafter bear its Figure 
About em as 2 Charm from. treacherous Friendſhip. 
OFFICER, 
The time grows ſhort, your Friends are dead already. 
8 
Dead! | 
Yes, dead, 2 ben 1 * 
es, , too, 
Worthy their at, Jar 
TAFFEIR. | 
And what muſt I do? 
PIERRE. 
Oh Jar? 
69211. 74 171. 


Speak alood — r \ 


| * Vs or Drscove's'so. 
JAFFEDR. — 7 
And I a kind one, 
That would not thus ſcorn my ing Virtus, 
Or think when he's to die my T are Idle. 
PISARE © 
NT 
"JAFFEITR. 
Yes, Il] live. 
But it ſhall be to ſee thy Fall reveng'd 
At ſuch a rate, as mite long ſhall groan for. 
PIERRE. | 14 K 
2 
| 74 | 
e How's... 5 55 


PIERRE. 
Then fill thou're Noble, 


And 1 forgive thee. Oh=—yot=——thail I craft thes? 
"Sx of Aon 
No, I've been falſe alread 
ie. Fd C2 PIERRE. 
Doi 


; JAFFEIR. 
Rip up my Heart, and fativfy thy 
|  .PTJERRE. 
Carſe on this Weakneſs. Mas wi | 
741 LETT 
Tears! Amazement! f 
| ever fv thee clade e, 
Aud know there's ſomething 
Tha: matt tvs: — A 
N 
n (Pointing to the Wheel. 
FAFFEIR. 
Why ? 


1 fit a 
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Honour. 


Nico Gans na wn 


e. 
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Be expos d a common Carkaſe on a ; 
FAFFEIR. 
Hah! 
ar PIERRE. 


74771. 5 
Fitting ? 


a 
Yes, is't firting ? 
714772 
What's to be done ? 
PIERRE. 
——— — 
Somethin that's Noble, to ttaint i 
OFFICER. 
The Day grows lt, Sir. 
_ PIERRE. 


SFFEIR. 
L's Wh and ſhe tall Blood; my oo 


Wil 
PIERRE. © 


| Hah! dt then fo 


JAFFEIR, 


PIERRE, 
„ Orriemn 
: PIERRE. 


Tu dot. 


Remember. 


? 
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Fe 
Come, now I am ready. 
[He and leer eee N. 
Captain, you ſhould be a Gentleman of Honour, 

Keep off the Rabble, that I may have room 
—— my Face, and. dis — 
Come (Vow off bis gown, render — bind bin: 

FRIAR. . 


Son 
| PIBRRE. 
Hence, Tempter. 
OFFICER. 
Stand off, Prieft. 
6 re 0 vt 
TI thank you, Sir; 
You'll think on ut [To Jaſeir- 
TAFFEIR. 
ont grow flale 
1 Ang 


r! nowl red — 


7417771 


before to-morrow. 


Have at thee, 
Thou honeſt Heart, 
| And this is well too. 


Damnable Deed ! 


44 loss, bins 
[Thew abs e. 


FRIAR. 


PIERRE. 
Now thou haſt indeed been faithful. 


| This was done nobly—-We have deceiv'd the . 
bg unn 1 | 
Bravely. 


PIERRE. " 


a 4 
— 
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And fprinkle't min it reſt 
erer 
Within your Walls; let Plagues and Famine waſte 
Your Generation 0 poor BZelvidera! 
Sir, I have a Wife, bear this in ſafety to her. 
A Token, that with my dying Breath Ie der, 
And the dear little Infant left behind me. 
Im ſicx I'm quitt——— -. ddr Dies. 
OFFICER. 

Bear this News to the Senate, 
And guard their Bodies till there's farther Order: 
Heav 'n grant I die ſo well— [Scene Suti upon them. 


* Mufic. Enter BWIVI Db a difiraded, led by tauo of her 
Mone, Pair and Servants. | 


| PRIULI. 
Strengthen her Heart with Patience, pitying Heav'n | 
BELYIDER 4. 

Come, come, come, come, come, come, nay come to Bed, 
Pr'ytheemy Love. The Winds; hark how they whillle > 
And the Rain beats : Oh bow the Weater inks me: 
You are Angry now, who cares? Pilh, no indeed. - 
rages ay you ſhall not go; n AY 

your Ill- nature; get you 1 oh 
1 r, 

Are ed See, Father, 2 
Am I to blame to love him? Oh thou dear one. 


e ton geiitingerr Blk hens , 


Faffeir, where art thou ?. Father, Why do you do Go! 
Stand off, don't hide him from me. He's here ſomewhere- 
Stand off I ſay: What, \gtine? Remember't Tyrant 

I may revenge me for this Trick one Day. 

Pll dot. Tn do't. Rats 4 naſty Fellow; 


* 22 


1 * 24 * * * * * 2 # — * © wt) 1 * 12 264 4 


4K | | Fate . 


On theſe poor coembling Knees 1 
Here they went down; Oh! Tu dig, dig the Den up. 


 -Sparing no Tears when you this Tale relate, 


- PLOT bee . 327 
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r and others. 


PRIULEL 
Newa, -what News ? n. 
i  OFFICSR. + 
Moſt fad, Sir. 
Taff ir, upon the Scaffold, to prevent 
AI Oe” 


Both fell together. 
PRIULL 


ter. 


3 171224 
Ha, look there“ 


¶ The Ghoſt of Javyrent andPrennt riſetagether both Bloody. 


My Husbaud bloedy, and his Friend Ny Murder! 
Who has done this? ſpeak to me, thou fad Viſion ; | 


L fi 
beg it: vun 


You ſhan't delode me thus. n 
Peep up and give me but à look. I have him! © 
Tve got him, Father: Oh 1 how. — ic 1 , 
My Love l my Dear! my Bleſſing ! help me! help nie"! 
They have hold on me, and drag me to the Yotwom., 
Nay——now they pull fo hard farewei— [She A. 


MAID. "I. ; 
b df +. Dead, | 
PRIVLL. 
"Then 


492 the 'Sight on $. 
Lead me ico orne Place that's fit for Mourning; a 
Where the free Air, Light, and the chearful Sun 
May never — ger vennd-wil Vacky 
Set up one I what muy laſt n Day, © 
ho bow as I've to live : dad there all eare me: 


But bid all cruel Fathers dread wy Fate, FI fall, 
3 . „„ xe in! "Omar; 


HE Text is done, and now for Application, 
And when that's ended, . ems 

Though the Conſpiracy's prevented here, 
Methinks I fee another hatching there ; 
And thert's a certain Faction fain would ſway, 
tf they had Strength enough, and damn this Play : | 

ut this the Author bade me boldly Jay ; 
Fan take this Plainnefs in ill Part 
He's glad en from the bottom of his Heart; 

Poets in honour of the Truth ſhould aurite, 

With the ſame Spirit brave Men for it Fight, 
Aud though again him cauſalgſi Hatred; rife,. HEY 
The Scowles of fullen and revengeful Eyes ; 
Ni what be hnows with much Contempt, to bear, 

And ſerves a Cauſe too good to let him fear : 
He fears no Poiſon from an inceni'd Drab, 
No Ruffian's fu, foot Stoord, ner Raſcals Sab: 
Nor any other Snares of Miſchief laid, 
Not a Ryje-Ally Cudgel- 4mbuſ/cade, 
From any private Cay/e where Malice Reigns, 
Or general Pigue. all have to Brains :. 
Nothing ſhall daunt bis Pen <uben Truth doe: call; 
No, not the® ar Guild-Hall, 
The Rebel-Tribe, of which that Vermin's exe, 


Have new ſet forward, azd their Courſe begun ; 


| EPILOGUE. 


Denen 
A, they before had maſſacred bi: Name, 
Duri their baſe Fear: but look him in the Face, 
| They'd ue his Perſon as they've wi'd bir Fare 
3 A Face in which fuch Lineament; they read 
Of that Great Martyr's, , rich Blood they bed, 
That their Rebellious Hate they fill retain, 
And in his Son wvould murder him again. 
With Indignation then, let each brave Heart 
Route, and unite, to take bis injar'd Part ; 
"Till Royal Love and Cee call bim beme, 
And Songs of Triumph meet bim as be come ; 
'Till Has bis Honour, and our Peace ere 3 
And Villains over wrong bus Virtus more, 
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* How do I loath the Day, and Light de 
wp Night, kinder Night's the much hace | 
lk. Gueſt, 

For tho' it bring ſmall Eaſe, it hides at leaſt; 
Or if cer Slumbers and my Eyes agree, 
'Tis when they're crown'd with pleaſing Dreams of thee · 
Laft Night methought (Heav'n make the next as kind) 
Free as firſt Innocence, and unconkn'd 
As our firſt Parents in their Caen were, 
E'er yet condemn'd to eat their Bread with Care; 
We two together wander'd through a Grove, 
Twas green beneath us, and all Shade above, 
Mild as our Friendſhip, ſpringing as our Love; F 
Hundreds of chearful Birds fill d every Tree, 

And ſung their joyful Songs of Liberty ; 

While thro' the gladſome Choir well-pleas'd we walk d, 
And of our preſent valu'd State thus talk'd : 

How happy are we in this ſweet Retreat ? 

Thus humbly bleſt, who'd labour to be great ? 

Who for Preferments at a Court would wait, 


Where every G at the Bait? 
What Fiſh of would on that Shallow lie, 
Amongſft the little ſtarving wriggling Fne, 


That 
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Of the deceitful, painted, poiſon'd Paſte; 
When the wide River he behind him ſees, 
Where he may launch to Liberty and Eaſe ? 


No Cares or Buſineſs here. diſturb» our Hours, 


While underneath theſe ſhady, peaceful Bowers, 


In cool Delight and Innocence we ftray, 


And midſt a thouſand Pleaſyres waſte the Day ; 
Sometimes upon a River's Bank we lye, 


Where skimming Swallows o'er the ſurface fly ; 


Juſt as the Sun declining, with his Beams, 
Kiſſes, and- gently warms the gliding Streams; 
Amid# whoſe Current riſing Fiſhes play, 
And rowl in wanton Liberty away. 
Perhaps, hard by there grows a little Buſh, 

On which the Linnet, Nightingale and Thruſh, 
Nightly their ſolemn Orgyes meeting er. 
And ſing their Veſpers ere they go to 

There we two lye, between us may be's pread 
Some Book, few underſtand, tho” many read. 
Sometimes we Firgil's ſacred Leaves turn o'er, 
Still wond'ring, and ſtill finding cauſe for more. 
How Juno's Rage did good AExcar vex, 

Then how he had Revenge upon her Sex 

In Dido's State, whom bravely he enjoy'd, 

And quitted her as bravely too when cloy d; 
He 22 the fatal dent of her Charms, 
And ſcorn'd to melt his Virtue in her Arms. 
Next Ni/us and Eurialus we admire, 

— gentle Friendſhip, and their martial Fire; 


We praiſe their Valour, cauſe yet matcht by none, 


And love their Friendſhip, ſo ch like our own. 
But when to give our Minds a Feaſt indeed, 

Horace, beſt known and lov'd by thee, we * 4 
Who can our has 7 ot our Longin 
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With thoughts of Love, and Wine, „ 
Two things in ſweet Retirement much defir'd, 
A generous Bottle and a loveſome She, 
Are th' only in Nature next to Thee: 
To which retiring quietly at Night, 
If (as that only can) to add Delight, 4 
When to our little we repair, 
We find a Friend or two we wiſh for there, 
Dear B—{,, kind as parting Lovers Tears, 
"ſon, Friendſhip, yet a Friend, _ 
Or ——Sbert, beyond what Numbers cag commend, 
Finch, full of Kindneſs, gen'rous as his Blood, 
Watchful to do to modeſt Merit good 
Who have forſook the wild tumultuous Town, 
And for a Taſte of Life to us come down, | 
With cager Arms how cloſely then w'etnbrace, 
What Joy's in every Heart, and every Face! 
The mod rate Table's quickly cover d o'er 
With choiceſt Meats at leaſt, tho” not with Store: 
Of Bottles next ſucceeds a ly Train, | 
Full of what chears the Heart, and fires the Brain. 
Each waited on by a bright virgin Glaſs, 
Clean, found and ſhining like its Drinker LAS. 
Then down we fit, while every Genius tries, 
T'improve, till he deſerves his Sacrifice. 
No ſaucy Hour preſumes to flint delight, 


We laugh, love, drink, and when that's done die Night: 


Well warme d and pleas'd, as we think fit we part, 
Each takes the obedient Treaſure of his Heart, 
And leads her willing to his ſilent Bed, 

Where no vexatious Cares come near his Head, 

| But every Senſe with perſect Pleaſure's fed ; 

Till in full Joy diffolv'd cach falls aſleep, | 
With twining.Limbs, that ſtill Love's poſture keep, 


At dawn of Morning to renew. delight ; 
So quiet craving Love 3 
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Then we the drowſy Cells of Sleep ſorſake, 
And to our Books our earlieſt Viſit make; 

Or elſe our Thoughts to thelr Attendance call, 
And there methinks, Fancy fits Queen of all ; 
While the poor under Faculties reſort, © 
And to her ſickly Majeſty make Court; 
The Underſtanding firſt comes plainly clad, 

| But uſefully; no Entrance to be had. 
Next comes the Will, that Bully of the Mind, 
Follies wait on him in a Troop behind 

He meets Reception from the antic Queen, 
Who thinks her Majeſty's moſt honour'd when 
Attended by thoſe ſine - dreſt Gentlemen. 
Reaſon, the honeſt Counſellor this knows, 
And into Court with res lute Virtue goes ; 
Lets Fancy ſee her looſe irregular Sway ! 
Then how the flattering Follies Sneak away ! 
This Image when it came, too ſhook 
My Brain, which it ſoft Quiet ſtraight forſook ; 
When waking as I caſt my Eyes around, 


Nothing but old loath'd Vanities I found ; * 


No Grove, no Freedom, and what's worſe to me, 
No Friend; for I have none compar'd with thee. 
Soon then my Thoughts with their old Tyrant Care 
Were'ſeiz'd ; which to divert I fram'd this Pray'r. 
Gods! Life's your Gift, then ſeaſon t with ſuch Fate, 
That what ye meant a Blefling prove no Weight. 
Let me to the remoteſt Part be whirl'd, 

Of this your Play-thing made in haſte, the World; 
But grant me Quiet, Liberty and Peace, 

By Day what's needful, and at Night ſoft Eaſe ; 
The Friend I truſt in, and the She | love, 

Then fix me; and if e'er I wiſh remove, 

Make me as great (that's wretched) as you can, 

Set me in Power, wofuPſ State of Man; 

To be by Fools miſ-led, to Knaves a Prey: 
But make Life what I ask, or take t away. 
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An O'DE. 


L 
O a high Hill, 3 
Where caly eee. 
Where (uipt by piercing Air) 
The Flocks 3 in tatter d — — 
8 
A wandring Bard, whoſe Muſe was crazy grown), F 


'Cloy'd with the mauſeous Folkes of the Town, 
Came, look'd about him, figh'd, and laid him down. 
"Twas far from any Path, but where the Earth 
Was bare, and naked all as at her Birth, 

When by the Word it firſt was made, 
Ere God had ſaid, 
Let Graſs and Herbs and-every green thing grow, 

With fruitful Trees after their kind ; and it was fo. 

The whiſtling Winds blew kercely round his Head, 
Cold was his Lodging, hard his Bed; - 
Aloft his Eyes on the wide Heav'ns he caft,, 

Where we are told Peace only's found at laſt: 

And as he did its diftance r,, 

nn add πν How far is Peace from _ 

II. 
Nor ended there his Moan : 
The Diſtance of his future Joy 
Had been enough to give him Fain alone ; 


eee ez 
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Deſpair of Eaſe to come 
Vor. III. 
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Down his aflited Face 
The tr Per 
As left a Path worn by their briny race. 
Swoln was his Breaſt with Sighs, his well- 
Propartion'd Limbs as uſeleſs fell. | 
'Whille the poor Trunk (unable to ſuſtain 
Itſelf) lay rackt, and ſhaking with its Pain. 
I heard his Groans, as | was walking by, 
And (urg'd by Pity) went aſide, to ſee 
What the fad cauſe could be 
Had penile Sante & om nad maid he Flake & high 
On me he fixt his Eyes, I crav'd, 
Why ſo forlorn ? He vainly rav'd, 
Peace to his Mind I did commend. 
But, oh! my Words were hardly at an end, J 
„When l perceiv'd it was my Friend, 
My much-lov'd Friend: fo down I fate, 
| Andibong'd thas L might ute his Fate: 
I laid my Cheek to bis, when with a Gale 
Of Sight he car 22 W.. 
My Parents not obſcure, nor high in Titles were : 
They left me Heir to no Diſgrace, | 
My Father was (a thing now rare) 
| and brave; my Mother chaſt and fair. 
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Their Pledge of Marriage-vows was only I; 
Alone I liv'd their mych-lov'd fondled Boy; 
They gave me Education high 


generous 
flrove to raiſe my Miad, and with it grew their Joy. 
ind Enoniodgs, 66 wood praiſe my Parts, 
And chear my Parents longing Hearts. 
When I was call'd to a Diſpute, 
My Fellow-Pupils.oft toad mute: 
Yet never Envy did 2 
They Hears frm ms, nor Felt dur. TY 
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Thus my firſt Years in Happinem I paſt. 
But, TD 
I lay looſely on my Bed, 
an, td 
And as my Senſe on the rich Banquet fed, 
A Voice (it ſeem'd no more, ſo buſy I 
Was with , I faw not who was nigh) 

Pierc'd thro' my Ears; Ariſe, thy good S dead. 
It ſhook my Brain, and from their Feaſt my frighted 
Senſes fled. | 

IV. 


From thence fad Diſcontent, uneaſy Fears, 
And anxious Doubts of what I had to do, 
Grew with fi ing Years, 
The World was wide, but whither ſhould I go! 
J. whoſe blooming Hopes all wither'd were, 
Who'd little Fortune, and a deal of Care? 
To Britain's | ks Metropolis 1 firay'd, 
Where Fortune's general Game is play'd ; 
Where Honeſty and Wit are often prais'd, 
But Fools and Knaves are fortunate und rais'd. 
My forward Spirit prompted me to find 
A Converſe equal to my Mind; 
But by raw Judgment eaſily miſ-led, 
(As y callow Boys 
Are very fond of Toys) 
I miſs'd the Brave and Wile, and in their flead 
On every ſort of Vanity I fed. 
Gay Coxcombs, Cowards, Knaves, and pratiog Fools, 
Bullies of o'ergrown Bulks, and little Souls, 
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Were thoſe wherewith two Years at leaſt I ſpent, 
To all their fulſome Follies moſt i bent : 
Till at the laſt, myſelf more to abuſe, 
nnn en umngs 
No fair Deceiver ever us'd ſuch Charms, 
T' enſnare a tender Youth, and win his Heart: 
Or when ſhe had him in ber Arma, 
. Secur'd his Love with greater Art. 
I fancy'd, or I dream'd, (as Poets always do) 
No Beauty with my Muſe's might compare. 
Lofty ſhe ſeem'd, and on her Front fat a Majtic Air | 
* Awful, yet kind: ſevere, yet fair. 
Upon her Head a Crown ſhe bore 
Of Laurel, which ſhe told me ſhould be mine : 
And round her Ivory Neck, ſhe wore 
A Rope of largeſt Pearl. Each part of her did ſhine 
With Jewels and with Gold, 


 Numberleſs to be told; 5 
Which in Imagination as I did behold, 
And lov'd, and wender'd. more and more, 
Said the, theſe Riches all, my Darling ſhall be thine, 

Riches which never Poet had before. 
She promis'd me to raiſe my Fortune and my Name, 
By Royal Favour, and by endleſs Fame ; 
But never told 
How hard they were to get, how difficult to hold. 
Thus by the Arts of this moſt fly 


* 
A thouſand times our Vows were doubled o'er. 
1 | 
I thought no Pleafure e er was , 

No Pair fo happy as my Muſe and ail. 


dr 


VI. Ne er 
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VI. 
Ne'er was young Lover half fo fond 
When firſt his Puſillage he loſt, 
Or could of half my Pleaſure boaſt. 
We never met _—_— 
Still tranſported, never 
Chambers, Cloſets, Fields and Groves, 
Bore witneſs of our daily Loves; 
And on the Bark of every Tree 

You might the Marks of our Endearments fee, 

Diſtichs, Poſies, and the pointed Bits | 


Of Satire, (written when a Poet meets 
His Muſe in Caterwauling fits) 
You might on every Rind behold, and ſwear 
I and my Ci. had been at it there. 
Nay, by my Muſe too I was bleſb 
With of the choiceſt kinds, 
Such as have pleas d the nobleſt Minds, 
And been approv'd by Judgments of the belt. 


But in this moſt height: 
Whence I look'd down and laagh'd at Face, | 


All of a ſudden I was alter d grown; 

I round me look'd, and found myſelf alone: 
My faithleſs Muſe, my faithleſs Muſe was gone. 
| i try'd if I's Verſe could frame, 
Oſt I in vain invok'd my Ch Name. 

The more I ſtrove, the more I fail'd. | 


I chaf d, I bit my Pen, curs'd my dull Skull and rail d. 

Refer TIT 
A Line came forth, but ſuch a one, 

No trav'ling Matron in her Child-birth Pains, 

Full of the joyful Hopes to bear a Son, 

Was more aſtoniſh d at the anlook'd-for ſhape 
Of ſome deform'd Baboon, or Ape, 
121 1 
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I tore my Paper, ſtabb d my Pen, 
And ſwore I'd never write again, 
Reſolv'd to be a doating Fool no more. 
But when my reck ning I began to make, 


1 found too long I'd ſlept, and was too late awake; 
I found m' ungrat eful Muſe, for whoſe falſe fake 
I did myſelf ondo, | 
Had robb'd me of my deareſt Store, 
My precious Time, my Friends, and Reputation too; 
And left me helpleks, 1 very proud, and poor. 
Reaſon, which in baſe Bonds my Folly had enthrall'd, 
I ſtraight to Council call'e ; 
Like ome ob faithful Friend, whom long ago 
I had caſhier'd, 3 flattering Fair. 
To me with readineſs he did ; 
Expreſt much tender Chearfulneſs, to find 
had reftor's him to my Mind; 
How mach himſelf he did abuſe, 
Who credited a flattering, falſe, deſtructive, treacherous 
I ask'd the Cauſes why. He faid, [Mauſe, 
'T was never known a Muſe e er ftaid 
When Fortune fled; for Fortune is a Bawd 
To all the Nine that on Parnaſſus dwell 
Where thoſe ſo fam'd, delightful Fountains ſwell 
Of Poetry, 2. 

And where Wit's luſty, ſhining God 
„ 
Pleaſure and Fame's our Bus neſa, and Deſire. 
Then, too, if we ſind | 


F 


A promptneſs in the Mind, 
The Muſe is always ready; always kind. 
But if th' old Harlot Fortune once denies 


Her favour, all our Pleaſure, and rich Fancy dies, — 
vit. 


And then th' young, ſlippery jilt, the Muſe too from u 


ſeveral Occanrons 343 


To the whole Tale I gave Attention due ; 
And as right ſearch into myſelf I made, 
= all he had faid 
very honeſt, very true. x 
Oh ten th ay wettente' Prints 
And much my Muſe I could not difommend ; 
| For I ner iv'd in Fortave's Orace, 
She always turn'd her Back, and fied from me apace, 
And never once voachſaf'd to let me fee her Face. 
Then to confirm me more, 

He drew the veil of Dotage from my Eyes: 
See here, my Son, (ſajd he) the valued Prize; 
Ia gar punt upm andy... — wife. 

With a more k 5 
Than ever yet to Satyr lent a Tale, 
Or haunted Chris in the Mall. 
The firft was he who ſtunk erp in hag | 
In which he wrote his Sedan Farce: 
A Wretch whom old Diſeaſes did i bite, | 8 4 


That he writ Bawdry ſure in ſpight. 
r I 195 1M 
Philoſophers of old did ſo ex 1 
Their Axt, and ſhew d it in their Nalineß. j 
| Next him appear'd that blundering Sot 
Who a late Sefion of the Poet: wrote. | 
N wark'd him for a heavy en * 
's flac broad Face you'll know the O. 
Th ks Birds have hooted him from Light ; _ 
Much buffeting has made him love the Night, ,. 
And only in the dark be ſtrays; 3 
Still Wretch enough to live, with ml Fob feeds 
his Days, 
Aud for od fool Wt Se dl \ dull Plays. 
Then next there ſollow d. make vp the Thong: 
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Who ſought her Love, and promis d for? 
To make her famous at the Court. 
The City. Poet too was there, 
In a black Sattin Cap and his own Hair, 
And begg'd that he might have the Honour 
To beget a Pageant on her, 
For, the City's next Lord Mayor. 
Her Favours ſhe to none deny d:. 
They took her all by Turns aſide. 
Till at the laſt up in the Rear there came c 


The Poet's Scandal and the Muſe's Shame, 
A Beaſt of monſtrous guiſe, and LIBELL was his Name. 
But let me pauſe; for 'twill ask time to tell 


And kept their horrid Dens, by Prey far forag'd fed, 

| An ill pil'd Cottage ſtood, 

Built of Mens bones ſlaughter'd in civil War, 

By Magic Art brought thither from afar. 

There liv'd a widow'd Vic, 

That us'd to mumble Curſes Eve and Morn, 
Like one whom Wants and Care had worn ; 
Meagre her Looks, and ſunk her Eyes, 

Yet Miſchiefs ſtudy d, Diſcords did deviſe. 
She appear d humble, but it was her Pride: 
Slow in her Speech, in Semblance ſanctify'd. 

Still when ſhe ſpoke ſhe meant another way; 
And when ſhe curſt, ſhe ſeem'd to pray, | 
Her helliſh Charms had all a holy Dreſs, | 


And bore the Name of Godline/+. 
All her Familiars ſeem'd the Sons of Peace. 
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Honeſt Habits they all wore, 
In outward ſhow moſt Lamb-like and Divine : 
But inward of all Vices they had ftore, 
Greedy as Wolves, and ſenſual too as Swine. 
Like her, the facred Scriptures they had all by Heart, 
Moſt eaſily could quote, and turn it to any part, 
Backward repeat it all, as Witches Prayers do. 
And for their turn, interpret backward too 
| Idolatry with her was held impure, 

Becauſe beſides herſclf no Idol ſhe'd endure. 

not to paint, ſh'ad Arts to change the Face, 
And alter it in heav'nly Faſhion-. 

Lewd Whining the deln' a mark of Grace; 
And making agly Facer was Mortification. 

Her law Grad Pander was of weldluions Thame, 

Old Presbyter Rebellion win his Name: 

She a ſworn Foe to KING, his Peace, and Laws, 
80 will be ever, and was call'd (bleſs us!) THE GOOD 
OLD CAUSE. 


X 

A Time there was, (a fad one too) 

When all things wore the Face of Woe, 
When many Horrors rag d in this our Land- 
And a deffrozing Angel was ſent down, | 
To the Pride of this Rebellious Town, * 
He came and o'er all Britain ſtreteh d his conqu ring Hand: 

ill in th' untrod den Streets unwholeſome Graf 
Grew of great Stalk, its Colour gro, 

| And melancholic pois'nous green ; 

Like thoſe coarſe fickly Weeds on an old Danghill fees, 
Where ſome Murrain-murder'd Hog, 
Poiſon'd Cat, or ſtrangled Dog, 
br INS 
And the cold Soil productive made. 

And by * 
5 
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And as our Deſtiny they ſeem d t' unſold. 
Dropt dead of the ſame Fate they had forctold. 
That dire Commiſſion ended, down there came 
Another Ange/ with a Sword of Flame : 
Deſolation ſoon he made. 
And our new Sodom low in Aſhes laid. 
Diſtractions and Diſtruſts then did amongſt us riſe, 
When, in her pious old Diſguiſe, 
This Mitch with all her Miſchief-making Train 
Began to ſhew herſelf again. 
The Sons of old Rebellion ſtraight ſhe ſummon'd all; 
Straight they were ready at her call: 
Once more th' old Bait before their Eyes ſhe caſt, 
That-and her Love they long'd to taſte; 
And to her Luſt ſhe drew them all at laſt. 
So Reuben (we may read of heretofore) 
TR Ong and 0% Eten with bs Father's Whore: 


The better to conceal her lewd Intent 
In ſafety from obſerving Eyes, 
Th old Strumpet did herſelf diſguiſe 
In comely Weeds, and to the City went, 
Affected Truth, much Modeſty, and Grace, | 
And(likea worn-outSuburb-trull) paſt there for a new Face 
Thither all her Lover's flock'd, 
And there for her Support ſhe found 
A Wight, of whom/Fame's Trumpet much does ſound, 
With all Ingredients for his Bus'neſs Rockt, 
Not unlike him whoſe Story has a place 
In th' Annals of Sir Hedibrar., 
Of all her Bus'neſs he took care, | 
And every Knave or Fool that to her did repair. 
Had by him admittance there 
By his Contrivance to her did reſart 
All whe hed been difguited at the Court. 
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Thoſe whoſe Ambition had been crofl, 
Or by ill Manners had Preferments loſt, 
Were thoſe on whom the pd ed ber Clans. 
| Lay neareſt to her Heart, and oft'neſt in her Arms. 


I Iatereſt in every Faction, every Sect ſhe fought: 


And to her Lure, flatt'ring their Hopes, ſhe broughc 
All thoſe who uſe Religion for a Faſhion, 

All ſuch as practiſe Forms, and take great Pains 
To make their Gaal their Gaines, 
And thrive by the Diſtractions of a Nation, | + 
She by her Art enſnar'd and ſetter d in her Chains. 
Through her the Atheiſt hop'd to 7 oleration, 
The Rebel Porwr, the d Spend. chrift Lad. 

Out of the King's or Biſbep's Hands. | 
Nay, to her 6do at aft the drown old the Rude; 
Ungovernable, headlong Moltitude : 
Promis'd ſtrange Liberties, and fure Redreſs 
Of never-felr, unheard-of Grievances : 
Pamper'd their Follies, and indulg'd their Hopes, 


With May-day Routs, 2 burning Pa- 
XII. 


beard Popes. 


Wich her in common Len did miogle all the Crow, 
'Till at the laſt he grew, 
And from her Womb, in lietle time, brought forth 
Of Children born with Teeth we're heard, 
And ſome like Comets with a Beard; a 
| Which ſrem'd t9 be dervunnntmed dies Clangs: 
Horn from a Wapping Drab, or S- Quan, 
4 Form like eee 14 
To help whoſe Mother in her m_ there came 
Many a well knows Dame. wy 
The Bawd Hppocry was there, I 
— * wow 
el bo 1d 1 . 
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Dame Scandal with her ſquinting Eyes, 
That loves to ſet good Neighbours at debate, 
And raiſe Commotions in a jealous State, 
Was there, and Malice Queen of far-ſpread Lies, 
With all their Train of Frauds and Fergerics. 
But Midwife Mutiny, that buſy Drab, | 
That's always talking, always loud, 
Was ſhe that firſt took up the Babe, 
And of the Office moſt was proud. - 
Behold its Head ot horrid Form appears : 
To ſpight the Pillory it had no Ears. 
When ſtraight the Ban d gry'd out, 'twas ſurely kin 
To the bleſt Family of Pn. 
But Scandal offer'd to depofe her Word, 
Or Oath, the Father was a Lord, 
The Noſe was ugly, long and big. g 


Broad, and fnowty like a Pig; 

Which ſhew'd he would in Dunghills love to dig; 
Love to caſt ſtin ing Sati es up in ill-pil'd Rhimes, 
And live by the n, unhappy Times. 

They promis d all by turns to take him, 

And a hopeful Youth to make him, 
To Nurſe he ſtraight was ſent 

To a Sifter-Witch, though of another ſort, 

One who d no Good, nor any meant: 

All Day ſhe practis d Charms, by Night ſhe hardly ſlept. 
Yet in the Outeaſts of a Northern factious Town, 

A little ſmoaky Manſion of her own, 

Where her Familiars to her did reſort, 
Kell the kept, 

Hell ſhe ador'd, and Satan was her God; 

And many an ugly loathſome Toad 
CrawPd round her Walls, and croak c. 

Under her Roof, all diſmal black and ſmoak d, 

ling Neſts of little Cats: | 


All 
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All which were [mps ſhe cheriſht with her Blood, 
| To make her Spells ſucceed and good, 
_ Still at her rivell'd Breaſts they hung, when e er Mankind 
he curſt. 
And with theſe Foler-brethren was our Alegfer nurit. 
In little time the Hell-bred Brat 


Grew plump and fat,, | 
Without his could walk, 
And (as the — — 
At ſeven Years old he went to School, 
Where firſt he grew a Foe to Rule. 
Never would he learn as taught, 
But fill new Ways affeQed, and new Methods ſought ; 
Not that he wanted Parts 
A 
as negligent as f), 
Of all Perverſeneſs brutiſhly was full, 
(By Nature idle} lov'd to ſhift and lie, 
And was obſtinately dull. 1 | 
'Till ſpight of Nature, through. great Pains, the Sot, 
(And th' Influence of th' ill Genius of 2 
At laſt in part began to underſtand. 
Some inſight in the Latin Tongue he got; 
Could ſmatter pretty well, 1 
For which his Guardians all thought fir, 
In Compliment to his moſt hopeful Wit, 
He ſhould be ſent to learn the Laws, 
ani en INI 


In which the better to improve his Mind, 

As by Nature he was bent 

To fearch in hidden Paths, and things long buried 6d, 

A Wretch's Converſe much he did frequent : : 
One who this World, as that PRES: did. 

And in an anfrequented Corner, 


Nang pls ai ei fond, 2 
s 
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Fe led his hated Liſe, R 
Needy, and 66d of Necellaries bare; 

No Servant had he, Children, Friend, or Wife : 

But of a little Remnant, got by Fraud, 

(For all oo a vr papadrrat ens 


no God, 
Thice in a Week he a be bh. | 


chang d 
With which of Beggars Scraps he bought 
Then from a neighb'ring Fountain Water got 
Not to be clean, but flake his Thirſt. 
He-never bleſt himſelf, and all things elſe he curſt. 
The Cell in which he (though but ſeldom) ſlept, | 
Lay like a Den, uncleans'd, unſwept: c 
And there thoſe Jewels which he lov'd he kept; 
Old worn out Statues, and Records 
Of Commons Privileges and the Rights of Lordi. 
But bound up by themſelves with care were laid 
All the Aut, Rejobves, and Orders made 
By the old Long Rump Parliament, 
Thro' all the Changes of its Government: 
From which with readineſs he could debate WF 
Concerning Matters of the State, | 5 
All down — 1 — to devried gi. 


His Friendſhip . our Monſter — — 
By Inſtinct, and by Inclination too: 

So without much ado | 

They were together brought. 

To him Obedience Libel wore, and by him was he taught 
He learnt of him all Goodneſs to deteſt; 
To be aſham'd of no Diſgrace; 

In all things, but Obedience to be a Beaſt ; 
To hide a Coward's Heart, and ſhows hardy Face. 

He taught him w call Government a Clog, 
gan oor ee brat 
Trave no Religion, Honefty or 
But to fre. hem all for 4 Pretece 


Fraught 
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Fraught with theſe Morals, he began 
To compleat him more for Man: 
Diſtinguiſh to him in an Hour 

Twixt Legiflative and Judicial Power ; 
How to frame a Commenzealth,. 
And Democracy by ſtealth : 

To paliate it at firſt, and cry 
"Twas but a , mixt Monarchy. 
And Treajon Salus Populi ; 

Into Rebellion to divide the Nation,. 

By fair Committees of Afociation; 
How by a lawful means to bring 
In Arms againk himſelf the KING. 
With a diſtinguiſhing old Trick, 

"Twixt Perſons Natural, and Politich ; | 

How to make faithful Servants Trait, 

Thorough pac'd Rebels Legiſlators, 

And at laſt Troopers Adjutators. 

Thus well infor, and faraiſhs with excugh | 
Of ſuch like wordy canting ftuff 
Our Blade ſet forth, and quickly grew 
A Leader in a factious Crew. | 

| Where-Cer he came, twas he firſt ſilence broke, 

And ſwell'd with every Word he ſpoke: 


Nn — — 
By Ge eating — 
For taking Treaſon without Fear or Wir: * 
For opening I ailings in the State:: ; 


For loving noiſy and unſound Debate, 
RD oa od ns 


Thee, T 
He very dreadful grew. 
But, like that Herraky when Love crept in 
And th' Hero to his Diſtaff drew, 
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His Foes that found him ſaw he was but Man : 
So when my faithleſs Clis by her Snare 
Had brought him to her Arms, and I ſurpriz'd him there, 
At once to hate and ſcorn him I 

To ſee how fooliſhly ſh'ad dreſt, 

And for Diverſion trickt the Beaſt. 

He was Poetry all 8'er, 

On every ſide, behind, before: - 

About him nothing could I ſee, 

But particolour'd Poetry. 

Painter's Advices, Letanies. 
Ballads, and all the ſpurious Exceſs 

Of Ils that Malice could deviſe, 

Or ever ſwarm'd from a licentious Preſs, 
| Hung round about him like a Spell : 
. And in his own Hand too was writ, 
| That worthy Piece of modern Wit, 
n The Country s late Appeal. 
But from ſuch Its when will car wretched State 
Be freed ? and who ſhall cruſh this Serpent's Head? 
Tis ſaid we may in ancient Legends read 
Of a huge Dragon ſent by Fate 
Io lay a ſinſul Kingdom waſte : 
. devouring as he . 
And each Day with a Virgin broke his Faſt : 
Till wretched Matrons curſt their Wombs, 

So hardly was their Loſs endur d: 
1 ä The Lovers all deſpair'd, and fought their Tombe 
| In the ſame Monſter's Jaws, and of their Pains were cur'd. 

Till, like our Moxfer too, and with the fame 

Curſt ends, to the Metropolis he came. | 
His Cruelties renew'd. again, 

And every Day a Maid was lain. 

The Curſe through every Family had pal, 
aan, 


feveral occasions. 
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Ti unhappy Monarch's only Child muſt bow : 
A Real Daughter necds maſt ſufter ns ITS. 


On him cis Dragon Ld ens will props 
His fordid Venom, and prophan'd . 
With. ſpurious Verſe his ſpotleſs Fame, 
Which ſhall for ever ſtand 
Duablemiſht, and to Ages laſt, 
When all his Foes lie buried in their Shame, 
Elſe tell me why (fome Prophet that is wile) 
_ . Heay'n took ſuch Care | 
To make him every thing that's rare, 
Dear to the Heart, defirous to the Eyes. 
Why do all good Mea bleſs him as he goes ? 
| Why at his Preſence ſhrink his Focs ? 

Why do the Brave all ſtrive his Honour to defend ? 
Why through the World is he diſtinguiſh d moit 
By Titles, which but few can boat, 

A moſt Taff Mafter, and a Faithful Friend & 

One who never yet did wrong 
To high or low, to old or young ? 
Of him what Orphan can complain ? 
Of him what Widow make her Moan ? 
But ſuch as wiſh him here again, 
And miſs his Goodneſs now he's gone- 
If this be (as ] am ſure tis, true, - 
Then pr'ythee, P tell me too, 
Why lives he in the World's Efteem, 
Not one Man's Foe and why then are not al Mea 
Friends with him ? 
. 
Whene'er his Life was ſet at flake 
| For his ungrateful Country's fake, 
What Dangers or what Labours did he ever ſhun ? 
Or what Wanders has not done ? 


Watch 
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Watchful all Night, and buſy all the Day, 
(Spreading his Fleet in fight of Helland's Shore) 
Triumphantly ye ſaw his Flags and Streamers play. 
Then did the Enghfþ Lion roar, 
Whilſt the Belgian couchant lay. | 
Big with the Thoughts of Conqueſt and Renown, 
Of Pritain's our, and his own, 
To them he like a threat ning Comer ſhin'd, 
Rough as the Sea, and furious as the Wind: 
But conſtant as the Stars that never move ; 
Or as Women would have Love. 
The trembling Genius of their State 
Lookt out, and ſtraight ſhrunk back his Head, 
To ſee our daring Banners ſpread. 
Whilf in their Harbours they 
Like batten'd Monſters weltring lay: 
The Winds, when ours th'ad kifs'd, ſorn'd with their 
Flags to play. 
Bur drnoping like their Captain's Hearts, 
Each Pendent, every Streamer hong. 
The Seamen ſeem'd thave Toft their Arts. 
Their Ships at Anchors now, of which w'had heard them 
boaft, | 
With ill-furl'd Sails, and Rattlings looſe, by ever Billow toſt, 
Lay like neglefted Harps, untun'd, unſtrung ; 
Til] at the Taft, provok'd with Shame, 
Forth from their Dens the bait*d Foxes came: 
Foxes in Councils and in Fight too grave; 
_ Seldom true, and now not 
They bluſter'd out the Day with ſhew of Fight, 
And ran away in the good-natur'd Night. 
XIX. 
A bloody Battle next was fought, ede 


And then in Triumph home a welcome Fleet he 
With Spoils of Victory, and glory fraught. | 
To him then every Heart vas open, down 
Fram the great Man to the Clown ; 
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In him rejoic'd, io him enclia'd : 1 
And as his Health round the glad Board did paſs, | 
Each honeſt Fellow cry'd, Fill full my Glafs, 
And ſhew'd the fullneſs of his Mind. 
No diſcontented Vermin of il Times 
Nor Libel daſh hias with his dirty Rhimes : 
Nor may he live in Peace that does it now. 
And whoſe Heart would not wiſh fo too 
That had but ſeen 
nl 
———— Grace” 
He GU e e e | 
No Tempeſt on his Brow, unalter'd jo his Face, 
True witneſs of the Innocence within, 
| But when the Meſſengers did Mandates bring 
For his Retreat to foreign Land, 5 
Since ſent from the relenting Hand 
Of the moſt loving BROTHER, tindeft KING ; 
If in his Heart RT 5 7 
It never ſcapt his T or Eyes * 
With ſteady Virtue was allay'd, 
Wanne be obey d. 
XX. 


Tt was a dark and gloowy Day, 


Sad as the Buſinefs, ſullen too, 
As proud 


Men, when in vain, they woo, 
Or Soldiers cheated of their Pay. | 
The Court, where Pleaſures us d to our: 
Became the Scene of Mourning and of Woe. 
| Deſolate was every Room, 
Where Men for News and Buz'neſs uſe to come. 
With folded Arms and down-caft Eyes Men walk d. 
In Corners and with Caution talk'd. 
All things prepar'd, the Hour grew near 


When he muſt part: his laſt ſhort Time was . 


e — ! — ·1Lw \ TT 
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In leaving Bleſſings on his Children dear. 
To them with eager haſte and love he went: 
The Eldeſt firft embrac d. 
As new. born Day in Beauty bright, 
But fad in Mind as deepeſt Night. 
What tend'reſt Hearts could ſay, betwixt them paſt 
Till Grief to cloſe upon them crept : 
So ſighing away and wept. 


be withdrew, ſhe turn d 
Much of the Father in his Breaſt did riſe, 
When on the next he 6x'd his Eyes, 
A tender Infant in the Nurſe's Arms, 
Full of kind Play, and pretty Charms. 
And as to give the farewel Kifs he near it drew, 
About his manly Neck two little Arms it threw ; 
Smil'd in bis Eyes, as if it begg'd his tay, 
And lcok'd kind things it could not ſay. 


But the great Pomp of Grief was yet to come. 
Th' appointed time was almoſt paſt, 


Th' impatient Tides knock l at the Shore, and bid him haſt 


To ſeek a Foreign Home. 


his way 
By a fad lamenting T | 
That bleſt him and about him hung. 
A Weight his generous Heart could hardly bear ; 
But for the Comfort that was near, -B 
His beaumeous MATE, the Fountain of his Joys, 
That fed his Soul with Love ; 
The Cordial that can mortal Pains remove, | 
To which all worldly Bleſſings elſe are Toys. 
I ſaw them ready for Departure ſtand, | 
Juſt when approach'd the Monarch of our Land, 
And took the charming Mourner by the Hand. 


ſeveral Oc ONs. 
T expreſs all nobleſt Offices he ure, 
Of Royal Ga. and a Brother's Love. 
Then down to the Shore fide, 
Where, to convey them, did toro Royal Barges ride, 
| With ſolemn Peace they paſt 
And there ſo tenderly 4 
All griev'd by Syabpathy as iv Wait jar, 
And their kinds Pains touch'd each By-ftander's Heart, 
Then Hand in Hand the pity'd Pair 
Turn'd round, to face their Fate: 
She ev'n amidſt Aftittions Fair; 
He, though oppreſt, fill Great. 
Into th" ing Boat with haſte they went: (ſent, 
Where, as the troubled Fair One to the Shore ſome Wie: 
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For that dear the had left behind, 
And as her Paſſion grew te mighty for her Mind, 

She of ſome Tears her Eyes beguil'd ; 

Which, as upon her Cheek they lay, 


The happy Here kifs'd away; 
And as ſhe wept, bluſht with Diſdain, and ſmil'd. 


Straight forth they launch into the high-fwoln Thames; 


The well-ſtruck Oars lave up the yielding Streams. 
All fixt their longing Eyes, en ug" a NN 
Till they were got 1 
Till lefſen'd out of 
Then figh'd, and turm d into the hated Shore. 
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PH DRA 70 HIPPOLYTUS. 
 Tranflated out of oviD. 


Te ARGUMENT. 


Theſeus, the Son of Agens having fain the Minotaur, pre- 
miſed to Ariadne the Daughter of Minos and Paſiphae, 
for the Aſſiflance which ſhe gave him, is carry her beme 

with him, and make her his Wift : So together tenth her 

Sitter Phazdra they went on Board and fail'd 0 Chios, 
where being warn d by Bacchus, be it Ariadne, and mar- 
ried ber Sifter Phardra; wobo aftaraarde, ie Thefeus bo 
Husbanid's Abſence, fell in Love with Hippolytus her Son- 
in-Law, who had vn Colibacy, and was A Hunter : 
Wherefore fince ſhe could not conveniently otheravi/e, , 
choſe by this Epifile to give bim an Account of her Paſſion. 


F thou'rt unkind, 1 ne'er ſhall Health wa 
I Yer much I with to ther, my lovely Boy : 
Read this, and reading how my Soul is ſeiz'd, 
Rather than not, be with my Ruin pleas'd: 
Thus Secrets ſafe to fartheſt Shores may move, 

By Letters Foes converſe, and learn to love. 
4 Thrice my ſad Tale, as I to tell it try'd, | 
Upon my fault'ring Tongue abortive dy d: 
Long Shame prevail'd, nor could be conquer'd quite, 

But what I bluſh'd to ſpeak, Love made me write. 

Tis dang'rous to reſiſt the Power of Love, 

The Gods obey him, and he's King above: 

He clear d the Doubts that did my Mind confound, | 
And promis'd me to bring thee hither bound: 1 
Oh may he come, and in that Breaſt of thine | 
Fix a kind Dart, and make it flame like mine [ 


cant 


vet 
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Yet of my Wedlock Vows I'll loſe no Cue, | 
Search back thro' all my Fame, thou It find it fair. 
But Love long breeding, © worlt Pain does turn; 
Outward unharm'd, within, within I burn! 
As the young Bull or Courſer yet untam'd, 

When yok'd or bridl'd firſt, are pinch'd and maim d, 
So my unprattis'd Heart in Love can find 
No Reſt, ch unwonted Weight fo toils my Mid. 
When young Love's Pangs by Arts we may remove, 
But in our riper Years with we love. 

To thee I yield then all my dear Renown, 

And pr'ythce let's together be undone, 
Who would not pluck the new-blown bluſhing Roſe, 
Or the ripe Fruit that courts him as it groe? 
But if my Virtue hitherto has gain'd _ 

Eſteem for (| ſball it now be find? 

Oh in thy Love I fall no Hazard run; 

'Tis not a Sin, but when tis coarſly done. 

And now ſhould Jus leave her eve to me, 

I'd quit that Jove, Hippolitar, for thee : 

Believe me too with ſtrange Defires I 

Amongſt wild Beaſts 1 with thee to range. 
2 

Make her my Goddeſs too, becauſe ſhe's thine : 

I long to know the Woods, to drive the Deer, 

And o'er the Mountains Tops my Hounds to chear, 
Shaking my Dart; then, the Chaſe ended, lye 
Stretch'd on the Graſs; And wouldft not thou be by ? 
Oft in light Chariots I wich Pleaſure ride, 

And love myſelf the furious Steeds to guide, 

Now like a Bacchanal more wild I fray, } 


Or old Cybele's Prieſts, as mad as they 
Wen under /ds's Hill they ings pay: _ 
| Ev's mad a thas — MEA 1 4 
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But ſtill each little Interval 1 
Eaſily find tis Love breeds all my Pain. 

Sure on our Race Love like a Fate does fall, 

And Nn, will have Tribute of us all. 

TJove lov'd Exrepa, whence my Father came, 
And to a Bull transform'd, enjoy d the Dame: © 
She, like my Mother, languiſht to obtain, 
And ad ther omb with Shame as well 'as Pain : 
The faithleſs Ten by my Siſter's Aid | 

The Monſter flew, and a made: 
Now in that Family my Right to ſave, 
J am at laſt on the fame Terms a Slave: 

' Twas fatal to my Siſter, and to m. 
She lov'd thy Father, det my Choite was thee. 


Let Monuments of Triumph then be ſhown © 


For two unhappy Nymphs by you undone. 
When firſt our Vows were to Elenſs paid, 
Would I had in a Cretan Grave been laid: 


*T'was there thou didſt a perſect Conqueſt gain, 


Whilſt Love's fierce Fever rag'd in ev'ry Vein: 
White was thy Robe, a Garland deck'd thy Head ; 
A modeſt Bluſh thy comely Face o'crſpread. | 
That Face which may be terrible in Arms, 

But ſeem'd to me, and full of Charms : 

I love the Man whoſe Faſhion's leaſt his Care, 

And hate my Sexes Coxcombs fine and fair ; 

For whilſt thus plain thy careleſs Locks let fly, 

Th' unpoliſht Form is Beauty in my Eye. 

If chou but ride, or thake the trembling Dart, 

I fix my Eyes and wonder at thy Art: 
To ſee thee poiſe the Jaw lin, moves Delight, 
And all thou doſt is lovely in my Sight: 
But to the Woods thy Croelty ref, 
Nor treat it with ꝙ poor « Life as mine: + 
Muſt cold Diana be ador'd alonez © 
Mut the have all hy Vows and Fane one? = 


ſeveral Occavsions. 
That Pleaſure if tis enjoy d too 3 
For Cymbia's fake unbend and caſe thy Bow 
Elſe to thy Arm twill weak and uſeleſ grow. 
Famous was in Wood and Plain, 
And by him many a Bear and Pard was lain, 
Yet to Aera Love he did incline, 

Who wiſely left old Age for Youth like thine. 
Under the ſpreading Shades her am'rous Boy, 

The fair Adonis, Fenn: could enjoy ; 
Atlanta's Love too Meleager fought, 

And to her Tribute paid of all he caught: 

Be thou and I the next bleſt ©y/vas Pair ; | 
Where Love's a Stranger, Woods but Deſerts are. 
With thee, thro' dang'rous Ways unknown before, 
I'll rove, and fearleſs face the dreadful Boar. | 
Berweer, two Sas a little Mu lies, 

Where on each Side the beating Billows riſe, 
There in Trazena | thy Love will meet, 
More bleſt and pleas'd than in my native Cue. 
As we could wiſh, old Theſeus is away 
With his Peritbous, whom well I ſee 

Prefer'd above Hippelytx: or me. 

Nor has he only thus expreſt his Hate; 

Wie both have ſuſſer d Wrongs of mighty Weight : 
My Brother firſt he cruelly did lay, 
Then from my Siſter falſly ran away; 

A left expos d to ev'ry Beaſt a Prey: 

A warlike Queen to thee thy Being gave, 
A Mother worthy of a Son ſo brave, 
From cruel Theos yet her Death did knd, . 
Nor though ſhe gave him thee, could make him kind, 
Unwedded too he murder d her in f| a 

To baſtardize, and rob thee of thy Righe: 

Vor- III. N | And 
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And if, to wrong thee more, two Sons I've brought, 


Believe it his and none of Phedre's fault: 
Rather, thou faireſt Thing the Earth contains, 
J wiſh at firſt I'd dy d of Mothers Pains : 
How canſt thou rev'rence then thy Father's Bed, 
From which himſelf ſo abhjectly is fled : 
The Thought affrights not me, but me inflames ; 
Mother and Son are Notions, very Names. 
Of worn-out Piety, in faſhion then 
When old dull Saturn rul'd the Race of Men: 
But braver Jove taught Pleaſure was no Sin, 
And with his Siſter did himſelf begin. 
Nearneſs of Blood, and Kindred beit we prove, 
When we expreſs it in the cloſeſt Love. 
Nor nced we fear our Fault ſhould be reveal'd ; 
*Twill under near Relation be conceal'd,. 
And all who hear our Loves, with Praiſe ſhall crown 
A Mother's Kindneſs to a grateful Son. 
No Need at Midnight in the dark to ſtray, 
T” unlock the Gates, and cry, my Love, this Way, 
No buſy Spies our Pleaſures to betray. 
But in one Houſe, as heretofore, we'll live, 

In public Kiſſes take; in public, give: 
Though in my Bed thou'rt ſeen, twill gain Applauſe 
From all, whilſt none have Senſe to gueſs the Cauſe : 
Only make. haſte, and let this League be fign'd; 
So may my Tyrant Love to thee be ki | 
For this I am an humble Suppliant grown; 
Now where are all my Boaſts of Greatneſs gone ? 
I ſwore I ne er would. yield, reſolv'd to fight, 
Deceiv'd by Love, that's ſeldom in the Right: 

Now on my own I crawl, to claſp thy Knees ; 
What's decent no true Lover cares or ſees: 
Shame, like a beaten Soldier, leaves the Place, 
But Beauties Bluſhes ſtill are in my Face, 


Forgive 


ſeveral OAS Io s. 
Forgive this ſond Conſeſſon which I make, 
And then ſome Pity on my Suff "rings take. | 
What though 'midſt Seas my Father's Empire lies ? 

| Though my great Graudifire theater From & the Skies? 
What though my Father's Sire in Beams dreft *- 
Drives round the burning Chariot of the Day ? 
Their Honour all in me to Love's a Slave, 

Then though chou wilt not me, their Honour fave : 
Jeve's famous land, Crier, in Dow'r I'll bring, 

And there ſhall my Hippolytur be King: 

For Jeu ſake then hear and grant my Prayer, 

So may ſt thoa never love a ſcornful Fair ; 

In Fields fo may Diana grace thee Hill, 

And ev'ry Wood afford thee Game to kill; 
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So may the Mountain Gods and Sager all 
Be kind, © Wale Fete in Heat of fall, 


Which as thou rend 'm with thoſe dear 
Think tha thou ſet th Seen, thar flow rom mite. 


7 Creech upon his value, 
. Loo Lockz rio, 


Wund came abroad, 
I muſt confeſs I flood amaz'd and aw'd; 

For, as to ſome Good-nature I pretend; 

1 fear'd to read leſt I ſhould not commend. | 
Lucretius Egli, tau a Work might ſhake 
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This all Men thought, but you are born, we find, 
T out-do the Expectations of Mankind; 
Since you've ſo well the noble Task perform'd, 
 Envy's appeas'd, and Prejudice difarm'd: 
For when the rich Original we peruſe, 
And by it try the Metal you produce; 
Tho' there indeed the pureſt Ore we find, 
Yet fill in you it ſomething ſeems refin'd: _- 

Thus when the great Lucretius gives a looſe, 

And laſhes to her Speed his fiery Muſe; 

Still with him you maintain an equal Pace, 

And bear full Stretch upon him all the Race; 

But when in rugged Way we find him rein 

His Verſe, and not io ſmooth a Stroke maintain ; 
There the Advantage he receives is found, 

By you taught Temper, and to chuſe his Ground. 
Next, his Philoſophy you've fo expreſt 

In genuine Terms ſo plain, yet neatly dreſt, 

Thoſe Murd'rers that now mangle it all Day } 


In Schools, may learn from you the eaſy Way 

To let vs know what they would mean and fay: 
If Ariftorle's Friends will ſhew the Grace 

To wave for once their Statute in that Caſe. 
Go on then, Sir, and fince you could afpire, 

And reach this Height, aim yet at Laurels higher: 
Secure great injur'd Maro from the Wrong 

He unredeem'd has labour'd with fo long 

In Helbourn Rhyme, and left the Book ſhould fail, 


Expos'd with Pictures to promote the Sale; 

So Tapſters ſet out Signs, for muddy Ale. 
You're only able to retrieve his Doom, 

And make him here as fam'd as once at Rome : 
For ſure when Julius firſt this Iſle ſubdu d. 
Your Anceſtors then mixt with Roman Blood ; 
Some near ally d to that whence Ovid came, 
Virgil and Herace, thoſe three Sons of Fame; 


Si 
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Since to their Memory it is ſo true, - + 
Go on in Pity to this wretched Ifte, 
Which ignorant Poetaſters do defle 
With louſy Madrigals for Lyrick Verſe; 
Inſtead of Comedy with naſty Farce. 
Would Plautus, Terence Cer have been ſo lewd 
T have dreſt Jack-pudding up to catch the Crowd? ? 
Or Sophecler five tedious At; have made, e | 


To ſhew a whining Fool in Love betty! 

By ſome falſe Friend or ſlippery Chamber maid, 

Then c'er he hangs himtelf bemoans his Fall 

In a dull Speech, and that fine Language call ? 

No, fince we live in ſuch a falſome Age, TR 
When Nonſenſe loads the Preſs, and choaks the Stage ; 
When Blockheads will claim Wit in Nature's Spight, - 
And every Dunce, that ſtarves, preſames to write, 
Exert yourſelf, defend the Muſes Cauſe, 

Proclaim their Right, and to maintain their Laws 
Make the dead Ancients ſpeak the Bi Tongue: 
That fo each chattering Daw who aims at Song, 

In his own Mother Tongue may humbly read | 


What Engines yet are wanting in his Head 
To m 
Fo: of all Nature's Works we moſt ſhould ſcorn 
The Thing who thinks himſelf a Poet born, 
Unbred, untaught he Rhymes, yet hardly ſpells, 
And ſeofleſsly, as ſquirrels jingle Bells. uy of 
Such things, Sir, here abound z may therefore you 
Be ever to your Friends, the Muſes, true ; 
May our Defefts be by your Powers ſopply'd, . 
Till as our Envy now, you grow our Pride, f 
Till by your Pen reſtor d, in Triumph born 

The Majeſty of Poetry return. 
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e οποοοοοοο 
S ken upon bis Royal Highneſi the Du x. E 
You K's coming to the Theatre, Friday, 
April 21, 1682. 


HEN too much Plenty, Luxury, and Eaſe, 
Had ſurfeited this Iſle to a Diſeaſe ; 


When noiſome Blains did its beſt Parts o'erſpread, 
And on the reſt their dire Inſection ſhed; 
Our Great Phyſician, who the Nature knew | | 


Of the Diſtemper, and from whence it grew, 
Fix'd for three Kingdoms Quiet (Sir) on You : 
He caſt his ſearching Eyes o'er all the Frame, 
And finding whence before one Sickneſs came, 
How once before our a ſoſter d were, 
Knew well eur Kirtue, and apply'd you there: 
Where ſo your Goodneſs, ſo your Juſtice ſway'd, 
You but appear'd, and the 2 Plague was ig 

When, from the filthy Dunghil- faction bred, 
New form'd Rebellion durſt rear up its Head, 
Anſwer me all: Who ſtruck the Monſter dead ? 
See, ſee, the injur'd Prince, and bleſs his Name, 
Think on the Martyr from whoſe Loins he came: 
Think on the Blood was ſhed for before, 
And cunſe the Parricides that thirſt for more. 
His. Foes are yours, then of their Wiles beware : 
Lay, lay him in your Hearts, and guard him there, 
Where let his Wrongs your Zeal tor hin Improve z 
He wears a Sword will juſtify your Love. 
With Blood ſtill ready for your good t'expend, 
And has a Heart that cer forget his Friend. 

His Duteous Loyalty before you lay, 
And learn of him, «unmurm'ring to obey. 
Thipk what he'as born, 4. to reſtore ; 
Repeat your Madneſs, and rebe// no more. 


ſeveral 0 ce 4810588. 367 


No more let Ber hope to lead Petitions, 
Scriv/ners to be Treas'rers ; Pediars, Polinticians 3 
Nor ev'ry Feel, whoſe Wife has tri at Court, 
Pluck up a Spirit, and turn Rebe! for't. 

In Lands where Cuckolds multiply like ours, 
What Prince can be too Jealous of their Powers, 
Or can too olten think himſelf alarm'd? 
They're Male-contents that ev'ry where go arm'd ; 
And when the berned Herd's together got, 
Nothing portends a Common wealth like hat. 

Caſt, caſt your Idols off, your Gods of Wood, 
Etre yet Pluliſlines ſatten with your Blood : 
Renounce your Prieſts of Ba with Amen faces, 
Your Wapping Feaſts and your Mik-End High-places. 

Nail all your Medals on the Gallows Poſt, 
In recompence th Or;giza/ was 5 
At theſe, illuſtrious Repentance pa 
In his kind Hands your bumble OF "rings lay 
Th' Arroning Brother of your Ager Lord: 

He only brings a Medicine 2 to aſſuage 

A Peoples Folly, and rom d Mornarch's Rage. g 

An Infant Prince yet lab ring in the Womb, 

Fated with wond'rous Happineſs to come, | 

He goes to ferch the mighty Bleffin 2 

Send all your Vie wit < hy let 
„ 


With gentle Woge walt jr fiety 
'The Seas, like aber they'll carry, ca/m and fair : 
Let the Hlsfftrieas Mother touch our Land 
Mild!y, as hereafter may her Son command: 
While our glad Monarch welcomes her to ſhoar, 
Wich kind Afﬀorance, the ſhall part =o more. 

Be the Majeftick Babe then ſmiling Born, 
And all good Signs of Fate his Birth adoro, 
So live and grow, a conſtant Pledge to and 
Of Car Love to an obedient Land. hg” 


&. 


Spoken ta Her Ro YAL HIioux ESS en 
Her Return from SCOTLAND. 
In the Year 1682. 


LL you, who this Day's Jubilee attend, 
And every loyal Muſe's loyal Friend ; 

That comg to treat your wn; 1. here, 

Turn your deſiring Eyes, and 'em there. 
Thus falling on your Knees with me implore, 
May this poor Land ne'er loſe that Preſence more. 
But if there any in this Circle be, | 
That come.ſ@ curſt to envy what they ſee : 
From the vain Fool that would be t too ſoon, 
To the dull Knave that writ the laſt Lampoon! 
Let ſuch as Victims to that Beauty's Fame, 
Hang their vile blaſted Heads, and die with Shame. 
Our mighty Bleſſing is at laſt return d, 
The — 5 for which ſo long we mourn'd : 
From whom our preſent Peace we expect increas'd, 
And all our future Generations bleſt : 
Time, have a Care: Bring ſafe the ** of Joy, 
When ſome bleſt Tongue proclaims a royal Boy: 
And when 'tis born, let Nature's Hand be ftrong ; 
Bleſs him with Days of Strength, and make em ; 3 
Till charg'd with Honours we behold him. ſtand, -Y 


Three Kingdoms Banners waiting his Command, 

His Father's conquering Sword within his Hand: 

Then th' Eugli Lions in the Air advance, 

And with them roaring Muſic to the Dance, 
Carry a; Quo Warrants into France, 
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The S1xTEENTH Ove of the Second 
Book of HoRAcst. 


N Storms u hen Clouds the Moon do hide, 

And no kind Stars the Pilot guide, . 
Shew me at Sea the boldeft there, | 
Ne CS 


Whrich can't be bought with Hills of Gold: 
Since Wenlch and Power too weak we find, 
To quell the Temults of the Mind; | 
Or from the Monarchs Roofs of State 

Drive thence the Cares that round him wait. 
Happy the Man with little bleſt, 

Of what his Father left poſſeſt; 

No baſe Deſires corrupt his Head, 

No Fears diſturb him in his Bed. 
What then in Life, which ſoon muſt end, 
Can all our vain'Defigns intend : 

From Shoar to Shoar why ſhould we run, 
When none his tireſome felf can ſbun ? 
For baneful Care will ill prevail, 

And overtake us under Sail, 
'Twill dodge the Great Man's Train behind, 


Out-run the Roe, out-fly the Wind. 4 

If then thy Soul rejoice to-day, ́ 

Drive far to-morrow's Cares away, r 

In laughter let them all be drown'd : Os Th 

No perfect good is to be found. _ 1 
One Mortal feels Fate's ſudden Blow, = 


Another's ac " = 
: he And 


30 por I en 
And what of Life they take from thee, | 
The Gods may tue puniſh rn refvan han 
Thy Portion is 2 wealthy Stock, © © 
A fertile Glebe, a fruittul Flock, 

Horſes and Chariots fot thy Eaſe, 

Rich Robes to deck and make thee plea. 
For me a little Cell I chaſe, 


Fit for my Mind, fit for my Muſe, 
Which ſoft Content does beſt adorn, 
Shunning the Knaves and Fools I ſcorn. 


SCSOT EUR INTUIT 


A SONG to- a Scotch Tune. 


Love, I dote, I rave-with Pain, 
No Quiet's in my Mind. 
Tho? neꝰer could be a happier Swain, 
Were Sylvia leſs unkind. 
For when, as long her Chains I've worn. 
| Lask Relief from Smart; 
She only gives me looks of Scorn ; 
Alas, t will break my Heart! 


My Rivals, zich in worldly Store, : 
May offer Heaps of Gold, 

But ſurely Ia Heav'n adore, 
Too precious to be fold ; 

Can Sylvia ſuch a Coxcomb prize, 
For. Wealth and not Deſert, 


And my poor Sighs and Tears deſpiſe? 
Alas, twill break my Heart! 


When 


a 
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When like ſome panting, hov'ring Dove, 
1 for my Bliſs contend, 
And plead the Cauſe of eager Love, 
She coldly calls me Friend. 
Ab, Sylvia thus in vain you ſtrive 
To act a Healer's Part, 
Twill keep but lingring Pain alive, 
Alas! and break my Heart. 


When on my lonely, -penſive Bed 

I lay me down to reſt, 
In hope to calm my raging Head, 
And cool my burning Brealt, 
Her Cruelty all Eaſe denies ; 

With ſome ſad Dream 1 ſtart, 
All drown'd in Tears I find my Eyes, 
Aud breaking feel wy Heart, 


Then riſing, the Path L reve: 
That leads me where ſhe dwells, . 
Where to the ſenſeleſs Waves my Love 
Its mournful Story tells; 
With Sighs I dew and kiſs the Door, 
Till Morning bids depart ; | 
Then vent ten thouſand Sighs and more$ 
Alas, twill break my Heart 


r 
And I am dead and cold. 
Renounce the cruel Deed you've done, 
Nor glory when tis told ; 
For ev'ry lovely gen'rous Maid - 
a4. _— 
un, I'm afraid,. 
wget terns 
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ProLoGus {0 ConsTANTINE fe Great. 


HAT thinle ye meant wiſe Providence, when 6 
Poets were made ? Pd tell you, if 1 durſt, 
That *twas in Contradiction to Heav'n's Word, 
That when its Spirit o'er the Waters flirr'd, 
When it faw All, and ſaid, That All was good, 
The Creature Poet was not underſtood. 
Ror, were it worth the Pains of. fix long Days, ; 
To mould Retailers of dull Third-Day-Plays, 
That ſtarve. out threeſeore Years in hopes of Bays. 
'Tis plain they ne'or were of the firſt Creation, 
Hut came by meer equivical Generation. 
Like Rats in Ships, without Coition bred ; 
As hated too as they are, and unfed, 
Nature their Species ſure muſt needs difown, 
Scarce. knowing Poets, leſs by Ports known. 
Vet this poor Thing, ſo ſcorn'd, and ſet at noaght;. 
Ye all pretend to, and would fain be thought. 
Diſabled waſting }/bore-Mafters are not 
Prouder to owa the Brats they never 
Than fumbling, itching Rhimers of the Towny 
'T*adopt ſome baſe-bora Song that's not their own. . 
Spite of his State, -zy Lord ſometimes deſcends, 
To pleaſe the Importunity of Friends. 
The dulleſt He, thooght moſt for Buſineſs fr, 
Will venture his bought Place, to aim at Wit; 
And though he ſinks with his Employs of State, 
„Till common Senſe forſake him, he'll Tranſlate; 
The Pact and the HF bore alike complainz, 
Of trading Quality, that ſpoil heir. Gains: 
The Lords will Write, and Ladies will have * 
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Therefore, r 
Under the ſtarving Capricorn; 
5 
Aud warn them early from the Sin of Rhime*: 
Tell them how Spencer ftarv'd, how Cowley mourn'd,. 
How Butler's Faith and Service 2 
And if ſuch Warning they refuſe to take,. 
This laſt Experiment, O Parents; make? 
Wich Hands behind them ſee th Offender ty d, 
The Pariſh Whip, and Beadle by his Side: 
Then lead him to ſome Stall rhat does 
The Authors he loves 2 
Till like a Spaniel laſh d, to know Command, | 
He by the due Correction underſtand, } 
To keep his Brains clean; and not foo! the Land: 
Till he againſt his Nature learn to ſtrive, | 
And get the Knack of /Dullneſs how wi thrive. 


9 y ” F . * 10 * 


The Beginning of a PASTORAL on the 
Death of bis late ManjesTv.. 


HAT Hosror's this that divells upow the Plain ? 


And thus diſturbs the Shepherd's peaceful Reign ?- 
A diſmal Sound breaks through the yielding Air, 
Forewarning us ſome dreadful Storm is near. 


The bleating Flocks in wild -Cenfufion ſtray, , 

The early Larks forſake their wand ring Way, : 

And ceaſe to welcome in the new-born Day. | 
Each Nymph, poſſeſt with a diſtracted Fear, 

| 

} 

Hence 


Diſordet'd hangs her looſe diſhevel'd Hair. 
Diſeaſes with her ſtrong Convulſions reign : 
And Deities, not known before to Pain, 


Are now ac 
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Hence flow our Sorrows, hence increaſe our Fears, 
Each humble Plant does drop her Silver Tears. 
Ye tender Lambs ftray not fo faſt away, 

To weep and mourn let us together ſtay : 

O'er all the Univerſe let it be ſpread, 

That now the Shepherd of the Flock is dead. 
The Royal Pan, that Shepherd of the Sheep, 
He, who to leave his Flock did dying weep, hep. 
Is gone, aþ gage | av'er to return. fram Deach's Eternal W 


Begin, Damela, let thy Numbers fly 

Aloft, where the ſafe milky Way does lie 
Mopfus, who Daphnis to — 
Shall join with you, and thither waft our King. 
Play gently on your Reeds a mournſul Strain. 
And tell in Notes thro' all th' Arcadlan Plain, 


The Royal Pax, dba Shepherd of the Sheep, N 


He, who to leave his Flock did dying weep, 1 
1 — gens? r 
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* M . 


A Tyr ant! _ 
Endare too moch Torment to be Gent, and have on 
dur'd it too not to make the ſevercit 


> I love you, I dote on you Dre makes me mad, 
when 1 am near you; and Dy/pair, when 1 am from you. 
Sure, of all Miſeries, Love is to me the moſt intolerable ; 
It haunts me in my Sleep, perplexts ma when waking ;- 
every melancholy Thought makes my Fears more | 
fs ad rs IG Gi eng 
ruly. In all other uneaſy Chances of a Man's Life, there 
is an immediate Recow/e to ſome kind of Sarcoor or an» 
other: In Warts we apply ourſelves to our Friends; in 
Sickne/z to Phyſicians : But Love, the Sum, the Total of 
all M. fortune, mult be endur d with Silence; no Fricad: 
{> dear to truſt with ſuch a Secrer, nor Remedy in dr: o 
22 to remove itt Ann. Since the fir Day L 
W Lhavy ler enter Toke Them of Are > 
L lov'd you early ; and no ſooner had I chat ſoſt 
betninchin Face of yours, but I felt in wy Meare the 
very Foundation of all my Peace give Way: But when 

you became another's, I muſt conſeſꝭ that I did then re- 
bel, had fooliſh Pride enough to promiſe myſelf I would 
in time recover my Liberty - y enſlav'd - 
e not love you: I af- 
ſeed a Reſentment, flifled my Spirit, and would not let 


„ id you, each Day it 
| was 
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was my Chance to ſee or to be near you: With ſtubborn 
Sufferance, | reſolv'd to bear, and brave your Peer. Nay, 
did it often too, ſucceſsfully. Generally with Vim, or 
Converſation I diverted or appeas'd the Demon that poſ- 
ſeſs'd me; but when at Night, returning to my aobappy 
falf, to give my Heart an Account why I had Cone it 
unnatural a Violence, it was then I always paid a treble 
Intereſt for the ſhort Moments of Eaſe, which I had bor- 
row'd ; then every treacherous Thought roſe up, and took 
your part, nor left me 'till they had thrown me on my 
Bed, and open d thoſe Sluices of Tears, that were to run 
till Morning. This has been for ſome Years my beſt Con- 
dition : Nay, Time itſelf, that decays all things elſe, has 
but increas'd and added to my Longings. I tell it you, 
and charge you to believe it, as you ate generous, (which 
ſure you muſt be, for every thing, except your Neglect of 
me, s me that you are fo) even at this time, tho“ 
other Arms have held you, and fo long treſpaſs'd on 
thoſe dear Joys that only were my Due ; I love you with 
that Tenderneſs of Spirit, that Purity of Truth, and that 
Sincerity of Heart, that I could ſacrifice the neareſt 
Friends, or Interefts I have on Earth, barely but to pleaſe 
vou: If I had all the World, it ſhould be yours ; for with 
it I could be but miſerable, if you were not mine. I' 
appeal to yourſelf for Juſlice, if through the whole” 
Actions of my Life, I have done any one thing that might 
not let you ſee how abſolute your Aribority was over me. 
Your Command: have been always ſacred to me; your 
Smiles have always tranſported me, and your Free, aw'd 
me. In ſhort, you will quickly become to me the greateſt 
Bl: ing, or the greateſt Curſe, that ever Man was doom'd 
to. I cannot ſo much as look on you without Cos 
Wiſhes and Fears riſe up in War within me, and work a 
curſed Diffra#ion thro my Soul, that muſt, I am ſure, 
in time have wretched Conſequences : You only can, with 
thar beadling a, Love, aſſuage and calm my Ter- 
e men; 


- 
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ments ; pity the Man then that would be proud to die 
for you and cannot live without you, and allow him 
thus far to boaſt too, that (take out Fetus from the Ba- 
lance) you never were belov'd or courted by a Creature 
that had a nobler or juſter Pretence to your Heart, than 
the Unfortunate, (and even at this tune) Weeping | 

| OTWwayY. 
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To M AD AM— 


N Value of your Qi, though it would be the utter 
I Ruin of my own, I have endeavour" this Day o per- 
ſuade myſelf never more to trouble you with a Paſhon 
that has tormented me ſufficiently already, and is fo mack 
the more a Torment to me, in that I it is be- 
come one to you, who are much dearer to me than 
ſelf. I have laid all che Reaſons my diftrafted Condition 
would let me have recourſe to, before we: I have con- 
ſulted my Pride, whether after a Rivas Poſſeſſion, I 
 euzht to ruin all my Peace for a Woman that another has 
been more bleſt in, tho' no Man ever lov'd as I did: But 
Love, victorious Love / o'erthrows all that, and tells me, 
it is his Nature never to remember ; he fill looks for- 
new riſing Happineſs; never looks back, never regards 
What is paſt, and left behind him, but buries and forgets 
it quite in the hot fierce purſuit of Joey before 
have conſultzd too my very ſelf, and 
Nature was in framing me; ſeaſon'd me haſtily wi 
the moſt violent Inclinations and Defires but omitted 
Ornaments that ſhould make thoſe Q. 
1 have conſulted too my Lot of Fortune, and 
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fooliſhly I wiſh Poſſeſſion of what is ſo precious, all the 
World's too cheap for it; yet ſtill I love, ftill I doat on, 
and cheat myſelf, very content, becauſe the Folly pleaſes 
me. It is pleaſure to think how fair you are, tho' at the 
ſame time worſe than Damnation, to think how cruel : 
Why ſhould you tell me you have ſhut your Heart up for 
ever? It is an Argument unworthy of yourſelf, ſounds 
like Reſerve, and not ſo much Sinceric;, as ſure I may 
Claim even from a little of your Friendſhip. Can your 
Age, your Face, your Eyes, and your Spirit bid Defiance 
to that ſweet Power? No, you know better to what 
end Heaven made you, know better how to manage 
Youth and Pleaſure than to let them die and pall upon 
your Hands. Tis me, tis only me you have barr'd your 
Heart againſt. My Sufferings, my Diligence, my Sigbs, 
Complaints, and "Tears are of no power with your havghty 
Nature; yet ſure you might at leaſt vouchſafe to pity 
them, not ſhift me off with groſs, thick home-ſpun 
Friendſpip, the common Coin that paſſes betwixt worldly 
Intere/ts : muſt that be my Le- Take it, IN natur d, take 
it, give it to him who would waſte his Fortune for you, 
give it the Man would fill your Lap with Gold, court 
yon with Offers of vaſt rich Poſſeſſions, give it the Fool 
that hath nothing but his Money to plead for him: Lowe | 
will have a much nearer Relation, or none. I ask for 
glorious Happine/:; you bid me welcome to your Friendſbip. 
it is like ſeating me at your Side-table, When I have the 
beſt Pretence to your Right hand at the Feaſt. I love, | 
doat, 1 am mad, and know no meaſure, nothing but Ex- 
treams can give me Eaſe ; the kindeſt Lowe, or moſt pro. 
voking Scorn; Yet even your Scorn would not perform the 
Cure, it might indeed take off the Edge of Hope, but damn d 
Deſpair will gnaw my Hear?! for ever. If then | am not 
odious to your Eyes, if you have Charity enough to value 
the Well-being of a Man that holds you dearer than you 
an th: Child your Bowels are moſt fond of, _ 
b | 92 


- 


| 


conjure you to pity the diſtracting Pangs of mine ; pity 
my unquiet Days, and reftles Nights; pity the Freazy 
that has half poſſeſt my B- already, and makes me 
write to you thus ravingly : The #rerch in Bed/um is more 


at peace than I am! And if I muſt never poſſeſs the 
Hav 1 wiſh for, my next Defire is, (and the ſooner the 


better) a clean ſwept Cell, ä 
| Compaſſion when you find me there. 


Think aud be Gee 
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TO M ADA N- — 


IN CE you are going to quit the World, Ithink wy 
ſelf oblig'd, as a Member of the World, to uſe the 
beft of my Endeavours to divert you from fo ill-natur'd an 
Inclination ; Therefore, by reaſon your Viſits will take 
up ſo much of this Day, I have debarr'd myſelf the op- 
portunity of waiting on you this Afternoon, that 1 
may take a time you are more Miſtreſo of, and when you 
ſhall have more leiſure to bear, if it be poſſible for any 
Argumeuts of mine to take place in a Heart; I am afraid 
too. mui h harden d againſt me: | muſt conſeſs it may look 
a little extraordinary, for one under my Circumſtances to 
endeavour the conferming your good Opinion of the 
World, when it had been muck better for me, one of us 
had never ſeen it. For Natzre diſpos d me from my Crca- 
tian to Love, and my il/[-Fertune has condemn'd me to 
Deat on oue, who certainly could never have been 4 
ſo long to fo faithful a Paſſion, had Naters diſpos'd her 
from her Creation to hate any thing but me. I beg you 
io forgive this trifling, ſor 1 have ſo many —_— of 

this 


goo LETTERS. | 
this Nature, that tis impoſſible for me to take Pen and 
Ink in my Hand, and keep em quiet, eſpecially when 1 
bave the leaſt pretence to let you know, you are the Cauſe 
of the ſevereſt Diſquiets that ever touch'd the Heart of 


OTW AY. 
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To M 4A D a M---- 


OULD I fee you without Paſſion, or be abſent from 
this renewing my Vows, that I love you more than 
Health, or any Happineſs here, or hereatter. Every thing 
vou do is a new Charm to me; and tho" I have languiſh'd 
for ſeven long tedious Years of Deſire, Jealouſly deſpair- 
ing ; yet every Minute | fee you, I till diſcover ſome. 
thing new and more bewitching. Conſider how I love 
you ; what would not I renounce, or enterprize for you ? 
T muſt have you mine, or I am miſerable; and nothing 
but knowing which ſhall be the happy Hour, can make 
the reſt of my Life that are to come tolerable. Give me 
a word or two of Comfort, or reſolve never to look with 
common Goodneſs on me more, for I cannot bear a kind 
Look, and after it a cruel Denial. This Minute my Heart 
akes for you : And, if [ cannot have a Right in yours, I 
wiſh it would ake till I could complain to you no longer. 


| Remember fr O T W AY. 
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To MAD A M 


o U cannot but be ſeaſible that I am bliad. vr you 
would not ſo y diſcover what a ridiculous I ool 
you make of me. { ould be glad to diſcover whole >> 
tisfaftion I was facrific'd to this Morning: for | am fore 
your own Ill nature could not be guilty of inventing ſuch 
an jury to me, meerly to try how much I could bear, 
were it not for the ſake of fome 4/5, that bas the for- 
tune to pleaſe you : In ſhort, I have made it the Buſineſs 
of my Life to do you Service, and pleaſe you, if poſſible, 
by any way to convince you of the unhappy Love I have 
for ſeven Years toil'd under; and your whole Buſineſs is 
te) pick ill natur d Camecturrs out of my harmleſs Fr 
of Cover ſation, to vex and gall me with, as often as you 
are pleas'd to divert yourſelf at the F xpence of my Quiet. 
Oh, thou Tormenter Could I think it were Tealou/y, how 
ſhould 1 humble myſelf to be juſtify'd i but I cannot bear 
the of being made a Property either of another 
Man's Geod-For!uae, or the Fanity of a Woman that deſigns 
nothing but to plague me. 

| There may be Means found, ſome time or other, to let 
you know your Mifaking. 


4 


To MADAM—— 


OU were pleas'd to ſend me word you would 
meet me in the Mall this Evening, and give me 
further Satisfaction, in the Matter you were fo unkind to 
me with; I was there, but found you not; and 
therefore beg of you, as you ever would wiſh yourſelf to 
be eaſed of the higheſt Torment it were poſſible for your 
Nature to be ſenhble of, to let me ſee you ſome time to- 
morrow, and ſend me word, by this Bearer, where, and 
at what Hour, you will be fo juſt, as either to acquit or 
condemn me; that I may, hereafter, for your ſake, either 
bleſs all your bewitching Sex : or as often as I henceforth 


think of you, curſe Womankind for ever. 


End of the third Volume. 


